THE 


tragedy: 

o F 


HAMLET 


As  it  is  now  A&ed  bj-  Her  MAJESTIES 

Servants. 


BY 


WILLIAM  SHAKESPEARE. 


L O N D O N. 

Printed  for  K/A  Wellington , at  the  Dolphin  and  Crown  in  *Paul? Church* 
Yard,  and  E.  Rumball  in  Covcnt-Garden* 

^ **ome  ^a^es  a^ter  Familiar  Way  of  Mounfieur  de  U Fountain? 
price  ix#  o u» 

Th,e,<romifaJ  0 fFrancion,  Translated  from  the  French,  by  fevera!  Hands,  and 

ti,  u t0  L^e  -^umolir  the  prefent  Ase,  price  6 s. 
i-he  Theory  and  Praflice  of  Architefture : or*  VtgmU  and  Vitrin'uit  Abridg'd,  IlJeftra 
ted  met!  63Copper  Plates,  price  5 r. 


To  the  Reader. 

t ' • .... 

THh  Play  being  too  Jong  to  be  conveniently 
f ji&ed,  fucb  places  as  might  be  leaji 
prejudicial  to  the  Plot  or  Senfe  3 are  left  out<- 
upon  the.  Stage : but  that  we  may  no  w ay 
wrong  the  incomparable  f^Jluthor , are  here  in- 
serted according  to  the  Original  Copy  with  this 
Mark" 


& 


/■ 


The  Perfons  Reprefented,  J 


Claudius,  King  of  Denmark, 

Hamlet,  Son  to  the  former  Kiag, 
Horatio , Hamlet's  Ft  fend, 

'Marcellus,  an  Officer, 

Polonius,  Lord  Chamberlain 
Vohm&ud. 

Cornelius . 

Laertes , Son  to  Polonius y 
-Bynaldo. 

JRofencraus,  1 
Guilden$ern,y 
Cum  ahls . 

'Luchnus. 

Fortinbrafs,  King  of  Norway, 

Oftrick , a fantafticai  Courtier, 

%7ndfcl^°  Centinels. 

Ghoft  of  Hamlet's  Father, 

Two  Grave-makers, 


I two  Courtiers, 


Mr.  Crosby l 
Mr.  Betterton] 
Mr.  Smith. 
Mr,  Let \ 

Mr.  Noake} 


Mr.  Young. 

Mr  Norris . 
Mr.  C adman. 


Mr.  Festival. 
Mr.  Jevan . 
Mr.  Rathband. 
Mr.  Floyd. 

Mr.  Medburn . 

flAz.Vndril 
Mr.  williams . 


Gertrard , Queen  of  Demark,  Mrs.  Shadxrel. 

Ophelia , in  Lore  with  Hamlet,  Mrs.  Betterton . 


2_  ■.  i 

THE 

TRAGEDY 

O F 

HAMLET 

Prince  of  D E N M A R K 


A C T I.  SCENE!. 


Enter  Bamatdo  and  Francifco,  two  Scntinah, 


Bar. 


w 


Ho’s  there? 

Fran.  Nay  anfwer  me,  Rand  and  unfold  your 
felf. 

Bar.  Long  live  the  King. 

Fran.  BarnardoX 
Bar . He. 

F ran.  You  come  moft  carefully  upon  your  hour. 

Bar.  Tis  now  ftruck  twelve;  get  thee  to  bed,  Francifco . 

Tran.  For  this  relief  much  thanks,  ’tis  bitter  cold, 

And  I am  lick  at  heort. 

Bar.  Have  you  had  quiet  guard  ? 

Fran.  Not  a Moufe  Hiring  . 

Bar . Well,  goodnight: 

If  you  do  meet  Horatio  and  Mar ce lilts , 

The  rivals  of  my  watch,  bid  them  make  hafle. 

Enter  Horatio  and  Marcellus. 

E ran.  I think  1 hear  them.  Stand  ho,  who  is  there  ? 
ldora.  Friends  to  th;s  ground. 

Mar.  And  Leige-m&n  to  the  Dane. 

Fran.  G*>od  night 

Mar.  O ferewel  honeft  Souldiefs*  who  has  relieved  y#u? 

Fran.  Barnardo  has  my  place:  goodnight. 

Mar.  H >Ua,  Bornardo. 

R Bar. 
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Bar.  Say,  what  Is  Horatio  there  > 

Hera,  A piece  of  him, 

Bar.  Welcome  Horatio^  welcome  good  Marcellas. 

Hera.  What,  has  this  thing  appear'd  again  to  night  ? * 

Bar . I havefeen  nothing. 

Mar . Horatio  fays ’tls  but  a phantaPe, 

And  will  not  let  Belief  take  hold  of  him, 

Touching  this  dreadful  fight  twice  feen  of  us  j. 

Therefore  1 have  entreated  him  along, 

With  us  to  watch  the  minutes  of  this  night. 

That  if  again  this  apparition  come, 

•*  He  may  approve  our  eyes,  and -fpeakto.it, 

Hora . -.’Tyyil  not  appear. 

Bar,  Sit  down  a while. 

And  let  us  once  again  affail  your  ears 
That  are  fo  fortified  againft  our  (lory. 

What  we  have  two  nights  feen, 

Hera,  Well,  let’s  down* 

And  let  us  heir  Barnardo  fpeak  of  this. 

Bar.  Laft  night  of  all, 

When  yon  fame  Star  that's  weftward  from  the  Pule, 

Had  made  his  courle  to  enlighten  that  part  of  heaven 
Where  now  it  burns  Marccllus  and  my  felr. 

The  bell  then  beating  one. 

.Enter  Ghojl. 

Mar.  Peace,  break  the  off,  look  where  it  comes  again. 

Bar . In  the  fame  figure,  like  the  King  that’s  dead, 

Mar.  Thou  art  a Scholar,  fpeak  to  it  Horatio. 

Hor*  Moft  like,  it  ftartles  me  with  (ear  and  wonder. 

Bar.  It  would  befpoke  to. 

Mar.  Speak  to  it,  Horatio. 

Hor.  What. art  thou  that  ufurpeft  this  time  of  nighty 
Together  with  that  fair  and  warlike  form. 

In  which  the  Majefty  of  buried  Denmark 
Did  ffmetimes  march  l I charge  the  fpeak,1 
Mar.  It  is  offer ded. 

Bar,  See  it  (talks  away. 

Hor.  Stay,  fpeak,  fpeak,  I ctnrge  theofpeakl  [Exit  Gl oft* 

Mar.  /Tis  gon  and  will  not  anfvver. 

How  now,  Horatio ? you  tremble  and  look  pale: 

Is  not  this  fometbing  more  than  phantafie  if. 

What  think  you  of  it  ? 

Hora.  I could  not  believe  this, 

Without  the  fenfible  and  true  avouch. 

Of  mime  own  eys. 

Mar.  Is  it  not  like  the  King? 

Hora. . As  thou  an  to  thy  felf; 

Such 
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Shch  was  the  very  armour  he  had  on, 

When  he  th' ambitions  Norway  comba‘ed. 

“ So  frown’d  he  once,  when  in  an  angry  Parle 
44  He  fmote  the  fleeted  Poilax  on  the  Ice. 

Tis  ftrange. 

Mar.  Thus  twice  before,  and  at  the  fame  hour* 
With  martial  ftaik  hath  he  gone  by  our  watch. 

Hora.  In  what  particular  thought  to  worke  I know  not 
But  in  the  fcope  of  mine  opinion, 

This  bodes  fome  drange  eruption  to  our  State. 

Mar . Pray  fit  down  and  tell  me  he  that  knows* 
VVhy  this  fame  drift  and  mod  obfervant  watch 
So  n ightly  toils  the  fubjeft  of  the  land, 

1 And  with  fuch  daily  coft  of  brazen  Canon, 

* And  foreign  Mart  for  implements  of  war  £ 

4 V Vhy  fuch  imprefs  of  Ihip-wrights,  whofe  fore  task 
4 Does  not  divide  tha  Sunday  from  the  week  ? 

4 What  might  be  toward,  that  thisfweaty  hade 
_ 4 Makes  the  night  joyntflabour  with  the  day  > 

4 Who  is’t  that  can  inform  me? 

Horn.  That  can  I : 

4 At  lead  the  whifpei  goes  fo.—— Our  lad  King, 
Whole  image  even  but  now  appear’d  to  us, 

Was  as  you  know,  by  Fortinbrafs  oilborway, 

1 Thereto  prickt  on  by  a mod  emulate  pride, 

Dat’d  the  to  combat  ^ in  which  our  valient  Hamlet} 

Q For  fo  this  fide  of  our  known  world  edeem’d  him) 

Did  flay  this  Fortinbrafs , who  by  a feal’d  compact* 
Well  ratified  by  Law  and  Heraldry, 

Did  forfeit  (with  his  life)  all  thele  lands. 

1 Which  he  dood  feiz’d  of,  to  the  Ccnquerour : 
c Againd  the  which  a moity  competent 
4 VVas  gaged  by  our  King  which  had  returned 
4 To  the  inheritance  of  Fortinbrafs^ 

4 Had  he  been  vanquiflier : as  by  the  famecompaft 
c And  carriage  of  the  Articles  defign, 

4 His  fell  to  damlot'.  now,  fir,  young  Fortinbrajs 
‘Of  unimprov’d  metal,  hot,  and  full, 

Hath  in  the  skirts  of  Norway  here  and  there 
Sharkt  up  a lid  of  lawlefs  Refolutes, 

* For  food  and  diet  to  fome  Enterprife 
c That  hath  a flomackin’r,  which  is  no  other 
4 As  it  doth  well  appear  unto  our  State, 

‘ But  to  recover  of  us  by  ftrong  hand 
4 And  Terms  compulfatory,  thofe  forefaid  lands 
c So  by  his  Father  lod  : „ and  this  I take  it 
Is  jhe  main  motive  of  our  preparations, 
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* The  fource  of  this  our  watch,  and  the  chief  head 

* (Ji  this  Poft  halt,  and  romagc  in  the  land. 

bar.  1 think  it  be  no  other  but  even  fo: 

Well  m^y  it  fort  that  this  portentous  figure 
Comes  armed  through  our  watch  fo  like  the  King 
That  was  and  is  ths  question  of  thefe  wars. 

‘ Honu  A mote  it  is  to  trouble  the  minds  eye. 

* In  thetnoft  higlvand  floutifhing  ftate  of  Rowe, 

* A little  e’re  the  m'ghtelt  Julius  fell, 

‘ Tne  graves  flood  tenantlefs,  and  the  fheeted  dead 
‘ Did  (peak  and  gibber  in  the  Roman -iuzw, 

‘ As  Stars  with  trains  of  fire,  and  dews  of  bicod, 

4 Difalters  in  the  Sun,  and  the  moift  Star. 

* lloon  v.  hofe  influence  Neptmics  Empire  (lands 
4 Was  fick  aimoft  to  Doomfd&y  with  eclipfe, 

4 And  even  the  like  precurfe  of  firce  events* 

Ms  harbingers  preceeding  (till  the  fates 
And  Prologue  to  the  Omen  coming  on, 

* Have  heaven  and  Earth  together  demonflrated 
‘ Unto  our  Climatures  and  Countrymen. 

Butfotr,  behold  ! lo  where  it  comes  again^ 

Til  crofsit  though  it  blaft  me:  Stay  illufion, 

If  thou  had  any  iound,  or  ufe  of  voice* 

Speak  to  me : if  there  be  any  good  thing  to  be  done, 
That  may  to  thee  do  cafe,  and  grace  to  me. 

Speak  to  me. 

If  thon  art  privy  to  thy  Countries  fate, 

Which  happily  foreknowing  may  avoid, 

O fpeak  ? ; 

Or  if  thou  hfeft  uphoorded  in  thy  life 
Extorted  treafare  in  the  womb  of  earth. 

For  which  they  fay  your  fpirits  oft  walk  in  death," 
Speak  of  it,  flay  and  fpeak  v ft  op  it  M arcellus. 

Mar , Shall  l Srikeit  with  my  Parrifanf 
Hor . Do,  if  ir  will  not  Itand, 

"Bar,  5Tis  hear* 

Hor . Tis  hear. 


Mar.  ’Tis  gone- 

We  do  it  w:ong  being  fo  majeftical3 
To  offer  it  the  (heto  of  violence: 

It  is  ever  as  the.  air,  invulnerable, 

And  our  vain  blows  malicious  mockery. 

Bar.  ft  was  about  to  fpeak  whem  the  Cock  crew. 
Hor . and  then  ir  ftarted  like  a guilty  thing 
Upon  a fearful  fummonss  l have  heard 
The  Cock,  that  is  the  trumpet  to  . the  mornr 
Doth  with  his  lofty  and  (hull  founding,  throat 


[Enter  Gbofi* 

[He  fpreads 
[bis  arm?* 


$be<kck  cram. 
[Exit  Gfaji* 

t 

g Awake 


Hamlet  'Prince  of  Denmark  5 

Awake  the  God  of  Day,-  Hid  at  his  warning, 

Whether  in  Sea  or  Fire,  in  Earth  or  Airt 
Th’  extravagant  and  erring  Spirit  byes 
To  his  confine*,  'And  of  the  truth  herein 

* This  prefem  Objeft  made  probation. 

Mar . h faded  at  the  Crowing  of  the  Cock, 

‘Some  lay,  that  ever  ’gai nit  that  feafon  cognes-,. 

4 Wherein  our  Saviour  s Binh  is  celebrated,, 

4 This  Bird  of  dawning  fingeth  all  nightlong, 

* And  then,  they  fay,  no  fpirit  dares  ttir  abroad, 

4 The  nights  are  wholfome  \ then  no  planets  ftrike, 

4 No  Fairy  takes,  no  Witch  hath  power  to  charm , 

4 So  hallowed  and  fo  gracious  is -that  Time. 

'Hon  So  have  1 heard,  and  do  in  part  believe  it  * 

But  look,  the  Morn  in  rulfet  Mantle  clad 
Walks  o're  the  Dew  of  yon  high  Eaftern  Hill  : 

Breake  we  our  warch  up,  and,  by  my  Advice, 

Let  us  impart  what  we  have  feen  to  Night 

Unto  young  Hamlet  $ perhaps 

This  Spiritdumb  to  us  will  fpeak  to  him. 

4 Do  yon  confent  we  fhaliaquaint  him  with  it. 

4 As  needful  in  our  Loves,  fitting  our  Duty  ? 

Alar.  Letsdo’r,  J pray  ^ and  i this  Morning  know 
Where  we  fhall  find  him  mo  ft  convenient  [Exeunt* 

Hcurifh  Pater  Claud ius'X;^  <?/r  Denmark,  Gertrad  the  Queen,  Council, 
as  Polonius,  and  his  Son  Laertes,  Hamlet,  cumali  'm 

ItLing.  Though  yet  of  Hamlet  our  dear  Brothers  Death 
The  memory  be  green,  and  that  it  us  befitted 
To  bear  our  Hearts  in  Greif,  and  our  whole  Kingdom 
To  be  contracted  in  one  Brow  of  Woe : 

Yet  fo  far  hath  Difcretion  faught  with  Nature, 

That  we  with  wifeft  ferrow  think  on  him, 

Together  with  remembrance  of  our  felves : 

Therefere  our  fometime  Sifter,  now  our  Queen, 

Th5  Imperial  Jointrefs  to  this  warlike  State, 

HaVe  we  as  'twere  with  ^defeated  Joy, 

4 W^invan  aufpieiousand  dropping  Eye, 

,With  wlirthin  funeral, and  with  Dirge  in  Marriage, 

4 In  equal  Scale,  weighing  Delight  aud  Dole, 

Taken  to  Wife,  nor  have  we  herein  barr’d 
Your  better  Wifdoms,  which  have  freely  gone 
W7ith  this  Affair  along  (fox  all  our  thanks) 

•Now follows  that  yon  know  young  Fontinhrafs? 

* Holding  a weak  fuppofal  of  our  Worth, 

*Or  thinking  by  our  late  deat  Brother’s  Death 
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4 Our  ftu te  to  be  dif-joynt,  and  out  of  frame, 

4 Colleagued  with  this  dream  of  his  advantage, 

4 He  hath  not  failed  to  pefter  us  with  meflage,  * 

4 Importing  the  lurrender  of  thofe  Lands 
‘Lou  bv  his  Father,  with  ail  bands  of  Law, 

4 To  our  moil  valiant  brother.  So  much  for  him, 

4 Now  for  our  felf,  and  for  this  time  of  meeting, 

4 Thus  much  the  bufinefs  is,  we  have  here  writ 
4 To  Norway, Uncle  of  young  Fortinbrafs , 

4 Who,  impotent  and  bed-rid,  fcarcely  hears 
VOf  this  his  Nephew  s purpofe  to  fupprefs 
4 His  further  Gate  herein,  in  that  the  Levies, 

4 The  Lifts,  and  full  Proportions  are  all  made 

4 Cut  of  his  Subjefls : And  we  now  difpatcn 

5 You  good  Cornelius , and  you  Vehement} , 

4 AmbaiTadois  to  old  'Norway, 

4 Who  have  no  further  perfonal  Power 
4 Of  Treaty  with  the  King,  more  than  the  fcope 
4 Of  ihefe  dilated  Articles  allow. 

4 farewell,  and  let  your  haft  commend  your  duty. 

c Cor.  Vo*  In  'hat  and  all  things  will  we  (Lew  our  duty 
"King.  We  doubt  it  nothing:  heartily  farewell. 

Now  Laertes , what’s  the  news  with  you  ? 

You  tojd  us  of  fomefuir,  what  is’t  Laertes  ? 

4 You  cannot  fpeak  of  reafon  to  the  Dane, 

4 And  lofeyour  voice:  what  wouldlt  thou  beg  Laertes 
4 That  (hail  not  be  my  offer,  not  thy  asking. 

4 The  head  is  not  more  native  to  the  heart, 

4 The  band  more  inftrumental  to  the  mouth, 

* Than  is  the  Throne  of  Denmark , to  my  Father : 
f What  would’ft  thou  have  Laertes  ? 

Laer . My  dear  Lord, 

Yourleave  and  favour  to  return  to  France , 

From  whence  though  willingly  1 came  to  Denmark, 

To  fticwmy  duty  in  your  Coronation  \ 

Yet  now,  I muft  confefs,  that  duty  done, 

My  thoughts  and  willies  bend  again  toward  France , 

4 And  bow  them  to  your  gracious  leave  and  favour. 

King.  Have  you  your  Eather’s  leave?  what  fays  Volonius 
Dole.  He  hath,  my  Lord*  wrung  from  me  my  flow  leave^ 

By  labourforne  petition  , and* at  laft. 

Upon  his  will  I feal’d  my  hard  confent' 

4 Jdobefeechyou  give  him  leave  to  go. 

King.  Take  rhy  fair  hour  Laertes,  time  be  thine. 

And  thy  belt  graces  : fpend  it  at  thy  will.  ; 

But  now  my  couiin  hamlet,  and  my  fon. 

Ham.  A litle  more  then  kin,  and  lefs  than  kind. 

King. 
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King*  How  is  it  that  the  clouds  ftili  hang  on  you  ? 

Ham,  Not  fo  much  my  Lord,  I am  too  much  in  the  Sun 
Queen,  Oocd  Hamlet  caft  thy  nighted  colour  oft, 

And  1st  thine  eye  look  like  a friend  on  Denmark, 

Do  not  for  ever  with  thy  vailed  lids 
Seek  for  thy  noble  Father  in  the  Dull } 

Thou  know'ft  Yis  common  all  that  live  mult  die, 

Paffing  through  Nature  to  eternity. 

Ham . I Madam  it  is  common. 

Queen,  If  it  be, 

Why  leems  it  fo  particular  with  thee  ? 

Ham.  Seems,  Madam*  nay  it  is,  I know  not  feemtP 
:Tis  not  alone  this  monrmng  cioke  will  fmother, 

Nor  cuftomary  futes  of  folemn  black, 

Nor  windy  fufpiration  of  forc'd  breath, 

‘No,  nor  the  fruitful  river  in  the  eye, 

4 Nor  the  dejefted  haviour  ofthe  vifage, 

Together  with  ail  forms,  modes;  fhapes  of  grief, 

That  can  denote  me  truly  * thefe  indeed  feem, 
c For  they  are  aftions  that  a man  might  play  : 

Bux  I have  that  within  which  paffes  fhew 
Thefe  but  the  trappings  and  the  fairs  of  woe. 

King  Tis  fweer,and  commendable  in  your  nature  Hamlet. 
To  give  thefe  mourning  duties  to  your  Father ; 

But  you  mu  ft  know  your  Father  loit  a Father  2. 

That  Father  loft,  loft  his,  and  the  furviver  bound 
In  filial  obligation  for  fome  term 
To  do  cbfrquious  forrow  : but  toperfevere 
In  obftinafe  condolement,  dares  e:<prefs 
An  impious  ftubbornnefs,  ’tis  unmanly  grief; 

4 It  fhews  a will  moff  incorre£t  to  heaven, 
c A heart  unfortified,  or  mind  impatient, 

* An  u jderftimdidgfimple  and  unfchool’d : 

* For  what  we  know  muft  be,  and  is  as  common 
1 As  any  the  moft  vulgar  thing  to  fenfe, 

5 Why  ftould  we  in  our  peeviih  oppofition 

4 Take  it  to  heart?  fie.  3ma  fault  to  heaven? 

4 A fault  aga.inft  the  dead,  a fault  to  nature, 

* To  reafon  moft  obfurd,  whofe  common  theam 
4 Is  death  of  fathers,  and  who  ftiil  have  cried 

4 From  the  fir  ffCourfe  till  he  that  diedfto  day, 

4 This  muft  be  fo  : we  pray  you  throw  to  earth 
This  unprevailing  woe,  and  think  of  usl 
Asof  a father:  and  let  the  world  take  note 
You  are  the  moft  immediate  to  our  Throne* 

G And  with  no  lefs  nobility  of  love 
I Than  that  which. deareft  lather  bears  his  fon 
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4 Do  I impart  toward  you  for  your  intent 
c In  going b^ck  to  School  to  Wittenberg. 

4 It  i:,  molt  rttrog  rade  toour  defire, 

* And  we  befeech  yon  bend  you  to  remain 

* Here  in  the  Chearand  comfort  of  our  Eye^ 

Oar  chiefcft  Courtier,  Coufin  and  our  Son. 

fOjteen.  Let  not  thy  Mother  lofe  her  Prayers,  Hamlet 
1 pray  thee  ftay  with  us  go  not  to  Wittenberg. 

Ham.  1 fhall  in  all  my  belt  obey  you,  Madam. 

Hang,  Tis  a loving  and  fair  Reply. 

Be  as  our  felf  in  Denmark.  Madam  come, 

This  gentle  and  unforc’d  accord  of  Hamlet 
Siis  fmiiing  to  my  Hem,  in  grace  whereof, 

No  jocund  Health  that  Denmark  drinks  to  day. 

But  the  grear  Canon  to  the  Clouds  fhall  tell, 

4 And  the  Kings  rowfe  the  Heaven  fhall  bruit  again, 

Rfcfpeaking  tardily  Thunder : Come  away.  Fhmrijb&xeunt  ail  but 
Ham.  O that  this  too  too  iolid  Fldh  would  melt. 

Thaw  and  refolve  it  felf  into  a dew, 

Ur  that  the  everlafting  had  i o:  fixt 
His  Canon  ’gainft  lelf  Slaughter ! 

How  weary,  (tale,  flat  and  uprofitahle 
Seem  to  me  al}  the  ufts  of  this  World  > 

’Tis  an  unweeded  Garden 

That  grows  to  Seed  * things  rank  and  grofs  in  Nature 
Pofleis  it  mealy  $ thacir  (hould  come  thus, 

But  two  months  Dead,  nay,  not  fo  much,  not  two, 

So  excellent  a King, 

So  loving  to  my  Mother, 

That  he  permitted  not  the  Winds  of  Heaven 
V Hit  her  f ace  too  roughly  : 

Shee  us’d  to  hang  cn  him, 

As  if  increafe  of  appetite  had  grown 
By  what  it  fed  on  \ and  yet  within  a Month, 

Letmenot  think  on  t,  Frailty  thy  name  is  VVoman, 

* A little  month  : or  e’re  thofe  (hooes  were  old , 

4 With  which  fhe  follow'd  my  poor  Father’s  B„dy, 

‘-Like  Niobe  all  Tears,  why  fhe 
4 Heaven  ! a bead  that  wants  dlfcourfe of  reafon 
4 Would  have  mourn’d  longer,  married  with  my  Uncle, 

My  father's  brother  > but  no  more  like  my  Father 
Than  I to  Hercules  : within  a month, 

4 E’re  ye*:  the  Hie  of  mo  ft  unrighteous  tears 

* Had  left  the  fiufhing  in  her  galled  eyes, 

4 She  married  ! O moll  w eked  fpeed  to  pod 
4VVithfuch  dexterity  to  inceliuous  fheecs ; 

4 It  is  not,  nor  it  cannot  come  to  good* 


But 
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4 But  break  my  heart,  for  I muft  hold  my  tongue, 

Enter  Horatio,  Marcellas,  and  Barnardo. 

Hor.  Hail  to  your  Lordfhip. 

ham.  1 am  glad  ro  fee  you  well,  Horatio,  or  I forget  my  felf. 
hor.  The  fame,  my  Lord,  and  your  poor  fervant  ever. 
ham.  Sir,  my  good  Friend,  Fie  change  that  name  with  yea  > 

And  what  make  you  from  Witenbcrgk  Horatio  ? 

Marcellas. 

Mar.  My  good  Lord. 

Ham.  I am  very  glad  to  fee  you  (good  even  Sir.  ) 

But  what  make  you  from  Wittenberg  > 

Hor.  A truant  difpofition,  my  good  Lord! 
linm.  1 would  not  hear  your  enemy  fay  £ b, 

Nor  fhail  you  do  my  ear  that  violence, 

To  be  a witnefs  of  your  own  report 
Againft  your  felf  * I know  you  are  no  truant  * 

But  what  Is  your  afteir  in  Eljenour  > 

Wee’l  teach  you  here  to  drink  e're  you  depart 
Horn,  My  Lord  I came  to  fee  your  Father’s  Funeral. 

'H am.  I prithee  do  not  mock  me,  fellow  ftudcnr* 

I think  it  was  to  my  Mothers  Wedding. 

H or.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  it  follow’d  hard  upon. 

H am.  Thrift,  thrift,  Horatio  • the  Funeral  bak’d  meat! 

Did  coldly  furnith  forth  the  Marriage  Tables 
Would  I had  met  my  deareft  Foe  in  heaven 
E’re  1 had  fees  that  day,  Horatio. 

My  Father,  methinks  I fee  my  Father. 

■ Hor a.  Where  my  Lord  ? 

H am.  In  my  minds  Eye  Horatio 
H ora.  I faw  him  once  he  was  a goodly  King.  }' 

Ham.  He  was  a man  take  him  for  all  in  all, 

I (hall  not  look  upon  his  like  again. 

H ora.  My  Lord  [ think  I faw  him  yrfteMight 
H am.  Saw  who  ? 

Horn.  My  Lord,  the  King  ynur  Father. 

H am,  The  King  my  Father ! 

H ora.  Defer  your  admiration  but  a while 
With  an  attentive  ear,  till  l may  deliver. 

Upon  the  witnefs  of  thefe  Gentlemen, 

This  wonder  to  you. 

H am.  Pray  let  me  hear. 

H ora.  Two  nights  together  had  thefe  Gentlemen, 

Marcellas  and  B arnario  on  their  watch, 

• In  thedead  vaft  middle  of  the  night 

Been  thes  encounter’d  : a figure  irke  jrour  Father, 

And  armed  exa&ly,  Op  a~pe. 

Appears  before  them*  and-bvith  folemn  march 
**  C Goes 
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Goes  flow  and  ihtely  by  them.:  thrice  he  walkt 
By  their  oppreft  and  fear  furpri&d  Eyes 
Within  this  truncheons  length,  whilft  th^jf  di&LUM 
Almoft  to  ge’.ly  with  their  fear, 

S'and  dumb  and  fpeak  not  to  him  : this  to  me 
They  did  impart  in  dreadful  fecrefie, 

And  l with  them  the  third  night  kept  the  watch, 

Where  as  they  had  delivered,  both  in  time. 

Forme  of  the  thir;$,  each  woid  made  true  and  good, 

The  apparition  comes:  c i know  your -father, 

‘ Thefe  hands  are  not  more  like 
Ham.  But  where  was  this  ? 

Mar . My  Lord  upon  the  platform  where  we  watch. 

Ham  Did  you  fpeak  to  it? 

Hora.  My  Lord,  i did, 

But  anfwer  made  it  none  : yet  once  me  thought 
It  lifted  up  its  head,  and  did  addrefs 
It  feif  to  motion,  as  it  would  fpeak  * 

But  even  then  the  morning  Cock  crew  loud. 

And  at  the  found  it  fhrenk  in"  halt  away* 

And  vanifht  from  our  fight. 

Ham , Tis  very  iirange. 

Hora.  As  f do  live,  my  honour’d  Lord,  ’tis  true. 

And  we  did  think  it  then  our  duty 
To  let  you  know  it. 

Ham . Indeed  Sirs:  but  this  trubksme. 

Hold  you  the  watch  to  night  ? ■ • 

AU • We  do  my  Lord. 

Ham,  Arm’d,  fay  you  ? 

All.  Arm'd,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  From  top  to  toe  ? 

AIL  From  head  to  foot. 

Horn.  Then  faw  you  not  his  face  > 

Hora.  O Yes,  my  Lord,  before  his  Bearer  up, 

Ham.*  What  ?Iookt  he  frownuigiy  ? 

Hora.  A coumenance.more  in  furrow  than  in*  anger*. 

Ham.  Pale  or  red  ? 

Hora.  Nay  very  pale. 

Ham . And  fixt  his  eyes  upon -you  V 
Hora . Moft  conltantly. 

Ham.  I would  I had  been  there. 

Hora . It  would  have  much  amaz’d  you; 

Ham . Very  like  ; Raid  it  long? 

Hora.  While  ore  with  moderate  hafle  might  tell  air  handle#. 
Both.  Longer,  longer. 

Hot . Not  when  Ifaw’ri 
B<yn-  H is  beard  was  grilled  h 
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Hor.  It  was  as  I have  feen  it  in  his  life, 

A fable  filver’d 

Ham . I will  watch  tonight, 

Perrchan^e  ’twil  walk  again. 

Hpr.  I war’nt  it  will. 

Ham.  If  it  affume  my  noble  father’s  perfoa 
1 11  Ipeak  to  it  though  hell  it  felf  iliould  gape 
And  bid  me  hold  my  peace.  1 pray  you  all, 

If  you  have  hitherto  conceal’d  this  fight, 

Let  it  repuire  your  fiience  Kill, 

And  whatfoever  elfe  fhali  hap  to  night,' 

Give  it  an  undemanding , but  no  tongue  * 

I will  requite  your  loves:  fo  Fare  you  well* 

Upon  the  platform  ’twixt  eleven  and  twelve 
I’ll  vifit  you. 

All.  Out  duty  to  your  honour. 

Ham*  Your  loves  as  mine  to  you  * farewell 
My  father’s  Spirit  in  Arms,  ail  is  not  well. 

1 doubt  fome  foul  play,  would  the  night  were  come: 
Till  then  fit  ftiil  my  Soul,  foul  deeds  will  rife 
Though  ail  the  earth  o’rewhelm  them  from  mens  Eyes. 

Enter  Laertes,  and  Ophelia  his  Sifter. 

Laer . My  neceflariesare  imbark’t,  farewel. 

And  filler,  as  the  winds  give  benefit 
* And  convey  in  Alfiftant,  „ do  not  Seep, 

Bu  t let  me  hear  from  you. 

Opbel.  Do  you  doubt  that? 

"Liter , For  Hamlet  and  the  trifling  of  his  favour, 
Hold  it  a falhion,  and  a toy  in  blood 
A Violet  in  the  youth  and  prime  of  Nature, 

Forward,  not  permanent  * fweet,  noHafting, 

The  perfume  and  fuppiiance  ef  a minuet  : 


[Exeunt 
{Manet  Bamfet . 

[Exit: 


No  more. 

Opbel . No  more  but  fo. 
Laer.  Think  it  no  more. 


4 For  Nature  creffant  does  not  grow  alone, 

1 In  thews  and  bulks,  but  as  this  Temple  waxes, 

£ The  inward  ferviceof  the  mind  and  foul 

* Grows  wide  withal  : perhaps  he  loves  you  fow, 

* And  now  no  foil  norcautel  doth  befmerch 
‘ The  virtue  of  his  will  * but  you  mu  A fear 
His  greatnefs  weigh’d,  his  will  is  not  his  own. 

He  may  not,  as  inferiour  perfons  do, 

BeRow  himfelf : for  on  his  choice  depends 
Thefafety  and  health  of  this  whole  Hate, 

* And  therefore  mull:  his  choice  he  droumfcrib'd 
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* Whereof  he  is  to  head,  then  if  he  fays  he4Iovcs  you, 
« It  fites  your  wifdofflfo  far  to  believe  it, 

As  he  in  his  particular  Aft  and  Place 
May  give  hie  faying  deed  *,  whic is  no  further 
■ Than  the  main  voice  of  Denmark^ goes  withcl. 

Then  weigh  w^at  lofs  you  honour  may  fuftain, 

If  with  your  credulous  ear  you  hear  hi3  Songs, 

• Or  Jo fe  .your  heart,  or  your  chaft  tr.afurcr  open 
4 To  his  unmaftred  importunity. 

4 Fear  it  Ophelia,  fear  it  my  daer  lifter, 

1 And  keep  you  in  the  rear  of  your  affc  ftion, 
f Our  of  the  (hot  and  danger  of  defire  .* 

•'The  charieft  maid  is  piodigal  enough. 

4 If  (he  unmask  her  beauty  to  the  Mocrn  .* 

4 Virtue  it  felf  fcapes  not  calumnious  ftrokes  * 
f The  canker  galls  the  infant  of  the  fpring 

• Too  6ft  'before-their  buttons  be  disclos’d* 

4 And  in  the  morn  and  lipuid  dew  of  youth  > 

* Contagious  bla(fments>  are  moft  imminent. 

4 Be  wary  then,  beft  fafety  Iks  in  fear, 

# Youth  to  it  felf  rebels  though  none  elfe  near*  .. 

OpheL  1 (hall  the  Effcft  of  this  good  LdTon'  keep. 
About  my  heart  ,*  But  good  brother 
Do  not  as  fome  ungracious  Paftors  do,  ... 

Shew  methtfteep  and  thorny  way  to  hcavenr 
Whiles  like  a libertine, 

ilimfelfthe  Primrofe-path  of  dalliance  treads, 

4 And  reaks  not  his  own.  reed. 

L*er.  O fear  me  not  y 

I ftay  too  long  * . ” but  here  my -Father  comes. . 

< A doubelbleflJhg  is  a double  grace, 

; Occafion  fmiles  upon  a fecond  leave. 

Polo.  Yet  here  Laertes  > aboard , aboard  for  frame 
4 The  wind  fits  in  the  (boulder  of  your  fail, 

4 And  you  are  ftaid  for.  There  my  blefung  with  thee, 
4 And  thefe  few  precepts  in  thy  memory  - 
4 Look  thou  Charafter : Givethy  thoughts  no  tongue, 
4 Nor  any  un proportion'd  thought  his^d. 

4 Be  thou  familiar,  but  . by  no-means  vulgar. 

4 Thofe  friends  thou  haft  and  their  adoption  tired, 

4 Grapple  them  unto  thy  Soul  with  hoops  of  fteel, 

4 But  do  not  dtll  thy  palm  with  entertainment 
4 Of  each  new  hatched  unftedg’d  courage  : beware 
4 Of  entrance  to  a quarrel,  but  being  in, 

4 Bear’t  that  th’oppafer  may  beware  of  thee., 

4 Give  every  man  thy  ear,  but  few  thy  voice $ .. 

4 Tak*  each  man‘s  cenfure,  but  referye  thy  judgment : 
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1 Goftly  thy  habit  as  thy  purfe  can  buy, 

‘ But  not  expreft  in  fancy  * rich,  nor  gawdy  j 
‘ For  the  apparel  oft  proclaims  the  man, 

‘ And  they  in  France  of  the  beft  ranck  and  Ration, 

4 Are  of  a mail  felett  and  generous,  chief  in  that 
* Neither  a borrower  nor  a lender  boy, 
c For  love  oft  loofes  both  it  felf  and  friend, 

‘ And  borrowing  dulls  the  edge  of  Husbandry. 

1 This  above  all,  to  thine  own  felf  be  true,  * 

‘And  it  muft  follow  as  the  night  to  day, 

1 T hou  canft  not  then  be  falfe  to  any  man. 

1 Farewel,  my  blefling  feafon  this  in  thee. 

Laer . Moil  humbly  I cfo  take  my  leave,  my  Lord. 

I cL  The  time  inverts  you,  go,  your  fervants  tend. 

Lacr.  Farewel,  Opheliay  and  remember  well ..... 

4What  1 have  Paid  to  you*:, 

Ophel.  ’Tis  in  my  memory  loekt* 

And  you  your  felf  ihall  keep  the  key  of  it. 

Lacr.  Farewel*  [Exit.Latttu*  •> 

ToL  What  is’t  Ophelia , he  hath  Did  to  you  > 

Ophel.  So  pleafe  you,  ibiriething  touching  the  Lord  Hamlet 
Tel.  Marry  well  bethought. 

’Tistould  me  he  hath  very  oft  of  late* 

Giyen  private  time  to  you  ; and  you  your  felf 

Ha.veof  your  audience  been  moft  frecand  bounteous.  •.  i 

lfit.be  fo,  as  fo  ’tis  put  on  me, 

And  that  in  way  of  caution,  I muft  tell  you 
You  do  not  underftand  your  felf  fo  clearly 
As  it  behoves  my  daughter,  and  your  honour  5 
uWhat  is  between  you  give  me  up  the  rruth. 

Ophrf.  He  hath,  my  Lotd,  of  late  made  many  tenders 
Of  nis  affeftion  to  me. 

Pol.  APftion  ! pnh‘.  you  fpeak  We  agreen  girl^ 

Unftfted  in  fuch  perillous  cireumftance  5 
Do  you  believe  his  tenders,  as  you  call  them  ? 

Ophel . i do  not  know,  my  Lord,  what  Ilhoyld  think. 

Pol.  Marry  I will  teach  you,  think  your  felf  a baby. 

That  you  have  ta’ne  thefe  tenders  for  true  pay, 

Which  are  not  fterling  3 tender  your  felf  more  dearly 
Or  (not  to  crack  the  wind  of  this  poore  phrafe  j 
Wrong  it  thus,  you’l  tender  me  a fool. 

Ophel . My  Lord,  he  hath  importun'd  me  with  love 
In  honourable  faihion. 

Pol.  I , fafhionyou  may  call  it,  go  too,  go  too, 

Ophel.  And  hath  given  countenance  to  his  fpeech^ 

My  Lord,  with  almoft  all  the  holy  vows  of  heaven’, 

Tol.  1 fpringes  to  catch  Wood-cocks  y 1 know 
When  the  Blood  bums  how  prodigally  the  Soul  Ltotft 
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Lends  the  tongue  vows,  4Cthefe  blazes:  daughter, 

1 Giving  more  light  theft  heat  * Extinft  in  both, 

* Even  in  their  promife,  as  ids  a making, 

' You  mutt  not  take’t  for  fire : from  this  time 

* Be  fomething  fcanter  of  your  maiden  prefence, 

4 Set  your  entreatments  at  a higher  rate 

‘ Then  a command  to  a parlay  for  Lord  Hamlet, 
c Believe  fo  much  in  him,  that  he  is  young, 

4 And  with  a larger  tedder  may  he  walk 
c Than  may  be  given  you  ; in  few,  Ophe!ra> 
f Do  not  believe  his  vows,  for  they  are  Brokers, 

* Not  of  that  dye  which  their  inveftments  (hew 
4 But  meet  Implorators  of  unholy  fuits, 

c Breathing  ftke  fanflified  and  pious  bonds, 

4 The  better  to  beguile : this  is  for  all, 

I would  not,  in  plain  terms,  from  this  time  forth 
Have  yo#  to  ilandcr  any  moments  leifure, 

As  to  give  words  or  talk  with  the  Lord  Hamlet, 

Look  to’c  I charge  you,  come  your  ways. 

OpheL  I (hall  obey,  my  Lord.  [Fxmnt 

Enter  Hamlet * Horatio,  and  Marcellus.  L 

H am.  The  air  bites  flirewdly,  it  is  very  cold, 
fi ora.  It  is  a nipping,  and  an  eager  air. 

H am.  What  hour  now? 
hora.  1 think  it  lacks  of  twelve, 

Mar.  No,  it  is  itruck. 

Hora . I heard  it  not:  it  then  draws  near  the  feafon 
Wherein  the  fpirit  held  his  wont  to  walk.  [/I  flottrijh  of  Trum- 

What  does  this  mean,  my  Lord  ? . ‘ [pets  and  Guns. 

Ham,  The  King  doth  walk  to  right  and  takes  his  rowle, 

4 Keeps  waflel,  arid  the  fwaggaing  up  fpring  reels, 

And  as  he  takes  his  draughts  of  Rhenifti  down, 

The  Kettle-Drum  and  Trumpet  thus  proclaim 
The  triumph  oi'his  pledge. 

H ora.  Is  it  a cuftom  ? 

H am.  I marry  is’t. 

But  to  my  mnd,  though  I am  native  here 
,And  to  the  manner  born,  it  is  a cuftom 
More  honour’d  in  the  breach  than  the  obfervance  ; 
c This  heavy ‘headed  revel  Laft  and  Weft 
£ Makes  us  traduc’d  and  taxed  of  other  nations : 

5 They  clepe  us  Drunkards,  and  with  fwinifn  ph'afe 

* Soil  our  addition : and  indeed  it  takes 

4 From  our  achievements,  though  perform’d  at  height* 

4 The  pith  and  marrow  of  our  attribute : 

4 So  oft  it  changes  in  particular  men,  " „ \ 

* That  for  Lome  vicious  mole  of  Nature  in  them*  >. 
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4 As  in  their  birth,  wherein  they  3re  not  guilty, 

4 (Since  Nature  cannot  choofe  his  origen) 

4 By  their  o’re*growth  of  fcmecornple&ion, 

4 Oft  breaking  down  the  pales  and  forts  of  reafon  ^ 

4 Or  by  fome  habit  that  too  much  o’re-leavens 
4 The  form  of  plaunve  manners,  that  thefe  men 
4 Carrying  I Oy  the  ftamp  of  one  defe&, 

4 Being  Natures  livery,  or  Fortunes  ftar,' 

* His  virtue  s elfe  be  they  as  pure  as  grace, 

4 As  infinite  as  man  may  undergo, 

4 Shall  in  the  general  Cenfure  take  corruption 
1 From  that  particular  fault : the  dram  of  eafe 
4 Doth  all  the  noble  fubftance  of  a doubt 
€ To  his  own  fcandal.  [ Enter  GboR^ 

Hora.  Look,  my  Lord,  where  it  comes. 

Ham,  Angels  and  Minifters  of  grace  defend  us ! 

4 Be  thou  a fpirit  of  health,  or  goblin  damn’d, 

4 Bring  with  thee  airs  from  heaven,  or  blafts  from  hell, 

‘Be  thy  intents  wicked  or  charitable, 
g Thou  com’ft  in  fuch  a queftionable  fhape 

4 That  I will  fpeak  to  thee  t I’ll  call  thee  Ham/et, 

5 King,  Father,  royal  Dane : Oanfwerme. 

4 Let  me  not  burft  in  ignorance  but  tell 

c Why  thy  canoniz’d  bones  hearfed  in  death 
4 Have  burft  there  cerements : why  4he  Sepulcher, 

€ Wherein  we  faw  thee  quietly  interr’d, 

4 Has  op*t  his  ponderous  and  marble- jaws, 

4 To  call  thee  up  again : “what  may  this  mean 
That  thou  deadcoarfe  again  in  compleat  fteei 
Revifit’ft  thus  the  glimpfes  of  the  Moon, 

MaKing  night  hideous,  and  we  fools  of  nature 

So  horridly  to  lhake  our  difpofition 

With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  our  Souls  ? 

Say  why  is  this  ? wherefore  ? what  (hould  we  do?  {Beckons, 

Hor , It  beckons  you  to  go  away  with  it, 

As  if  it  fome  impartment  did  defire 
To  y ou  alone. 

Mar,  Look  with  what  courteous  aQion 
Jc  waves  you  to  a remote  ground, 

Bnt  do  not  go  with  it. 

Hora,  No  by  no  means. 

ham . It  will  not  fpeak,  then  I will  follow  it. 

Hora . Do  not,  my  Lord. 

Ham,  Why  ? what  fhouid  be  the  fear 
3 do  not  value  my  life : 

And  for  my  Soul  what  an  it  do  tothatD 
Being  a thing  immortal  as  it  felt  i 
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It  waves  me  forth  again,  i'll  follow  it. 

H or.  What  if  it  tempt  you  towards  the  floods,  my  Lor^ 

Or  to  the  dreadful  border  of  the  cliff, 

1 That  bettels  o’re  his  bafe  into  the  Sea, 

And  there  affume  fome  other  form, 

4 Which  might  deprive  your  foveraignty  of  reafon, 

And  draw  you  into  madnefi?  ‘think  of  it, 

1 The  very  place  puts  toys  of  defperatiofl 
fc  Without  more  motive,  into  every  brain, 

* That  looks  io  many  fadoma  to  the  Sea, 

6 And  hears  it  roar  beneath. 

Ham*  h waves  me  (till* 

‘ Go  on  fie  foliow  tbtfe.f 

Mar.  You  fhall  not  go,  my  Lord. 

.'Ham.  Hold  off  your  hands. 

H ora.  Be  rul’d,  you  (hall  not  gocj 
Ham.  My  fate  cries  out. 

And  makes  each  petty  Artery  in  this  Body 
As  hardy  as  the  Nemean  Lion’s  Nerve  ; 

Still  I am  call’d  ; unhand  me  Gentlemen, 

J 11  make  a Gholt  of  him  that  lets  me : 

I fay  away : Go  on,  f 11  follow  thee.  [ Exit  Gboft  and  Hamlet 

H ora.  He  grows  defperate  with  imagination. 

Mar.  Let’s  follow,  ’tis  not  fit  thus  to  obey  him. 

< H ora.  To  what  iffue  will  this  come  > 

Mar . Something  is  rotten  in  theltate  of  Denmark, 

H ora.  Heaven  will  difeover  it. 

Mar.  Nay  lets  follow  him  [Exeuruy 

Enter  Gboft  and  Hamlet. 

H am.  Wither  wilt  thou  lead  me?  fpeak^Fllgo  no  furth§* 

Gboft,  Mark  me. 

H am.  1 will. 

Ghft.  My  hour  isatmoft  come. 

When  1 to  fulph'rous  and  tormenting  fiatnes 
Muft  render  up  my  ielf. 

Ham.  Alafs ! poor  GhofL] 

Gboft.  Pity  me  not,  but  lend  thy  ferious  hearing 
To  what  I (hall  unfold 

Ham.  Speak  I am  bound  to  hear. 

Gboft . So  art  thou  to  revenge  what  thou  (halt  hear. 

H am.  What  ? 

Gboft.  I am  thy  Father’s  fpirir^ 

Doom’d  for  a certain  term  to  walk  the  night. 

And  for  the  day  confin’d  to  faft  in  fires, 

Till  the  foul  crimes  done  in  my  day  s of  nature 
Are  burnt  and  purg’d  away  : But  that  1 am  forbid 
To  tell  the  fearers  of  my  prifon-houfe. 
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I could  a tale  unfold,  whofe  lightett  word 
Would  harrow  up  thy  Soul,  freeze  thy  young  blood, 
Make  thy  two  eyes  like  ftars  Hart  from  their  fphere^ 
Thy  knotted  and  combined  locks  to  parr, 

And  each  particular  hair  to  Hand  an  end 
Like  quills  upon  the  fearful  Porcupine : 

But  this  eternal  blazon  muft  not  be 
To  ears  of  flefli  and  blood : lift,  lift,  Olift, 

If  thou  didft  ever  thy  deare  Father  love. 

H Am,  O heaven  ! 

Ghoft.  Revenge  his  foul  and  moft  unnatural  murder^ 
H am.  Murder. 

Ghoft.  Murder  moft  foul,  as  in  the  beft  it  is: 

But  this  moft  foul,  ftrange,  and  unnatural. 

Warn.  Halte  me  to  know’t,  that  1 with  wings  as  fwifc 
As  meditation*  or  the  thoughts  of  love 
May  fly  to  my  Revenge. 

Ghoft.  I find  thee  apt  5 

* And  duller  fhoud’ft  thou  be  than  the  fat  weed 

* That  roots  itfelf  in  eafe  on  Lethe  s wharf, 

4 Would’ft  thou  notftir  in  this : lc  now  Warn  let  hear, 
fTi$  given  out,  thatfleeping  in  my  Garden 
A-Serpent  ftung  me : fo  the  whole  Ear  of  Denmark 
Is  by  a forged  procefs  of  my  death 
Ranckly  abufed  : but  know  thou,  Noble  Youth, 

The  Serpent  that  did  (ting  thy  Father*  heart 
Now  wears  his  crown. 

H am.  O my  prophetick  Soul,  my  Uncle  > 

Ghoft.  I,  that  inceftious,  that  adulterate  beaft. 

With  witchcraft  of  his  wits,  with  traiter’ous  gifts, 

*0  wicked  wits,  and  gifts  that  have  the  power 
4 So  to  feiuce ! 44  won  to  his  ftumeful  lult 
The  will  of  my  moft  feeming  vertuous  Queen. 

0 H awlet^  what  a falling  oft' was  there 
From  me,  wbofe  love  was  of  that  dignity, 

That  it  went  hand  in  hand  even  with  the  vow 

1 made  to  her  in  marriage  ? and  to  decline 
Upon  a wretch,  whole  natural  gifts  were  poor 

To  thole  of  mine  5 ‘but  virtue,  as  it  never  will  be  mov’d, 

4 Thorgh  lewdricls  court  it  in  a fhape  of  heaven  5 
4 So  vice,  though  to  a radiant  angel  linkt, 

‘ Wll  fort  it  feifinaceleftial  bed, 

4 And  prey  on  garbage. 

But  foft{  methinks  1 cent  the  morning  air, 

Brief  let  me  be : fieeping  in  my  Gtrden, 

My  Cuftome  always  of  the  Af  ternoon,  * 
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Upon  my  fecsre  hour  thy  Uncle  to  me  Role 
With  juice  of  curfed  Hebona  in  a Vial, 

And  in  the  porches  of  my  ears  did  pour 
The  leprous  dittilmenr,  whofe  EfFe&s 
Hold  fuch  an  enmity  with  blood  of  man,' 

That  fwift  as  Quick -fTiver  it  courfes  through 
The  natural  gates  and  allies  of  the  body, 

And  with  a fudden  vigour  it  doth  pofiefs 
‘ And  cnrd,  like  eager  droppings  into  milk* 

The  thin  and  wholefome  blood  *,  fodid  it  mine, 

And  a tpoit  inftant  Tetter  barkt  about 
M olt  Lazar-like,  with  vile  and  loathfome  cruft 
All  my  fmooth  body. 

Thus  was  I keeping,  by  a brother’s  hand7  * 

4 Of  Life,  of  Crown,  of  Queen  at  once  difpatcht. 

Cut  off  even  in  the  bloflbms  of  my  fin, 

Hlnnuzled,  difappolnted,  un-aneald, .. 

* No  reckoing  made,  but  fent  to  my  account 

* With  all  my  imperfe&ions  on  my  head. 

* O horrible,  O horrible,  moft  horrible  1 
if  thou  haft  Nature  in  thee  bear  it  nor, 

Let  not  the  royal  bed  of  Denmark  be 

A couch  for  Luxury  and  damned  ihceft. 

But  howfoever  thou  pur  fueft  this  A £L. 

Taint  not  thy  mind,  nor  lett  thy  foul  defign 
Aftainft  thy  mother  ought,  leave  her  to  heaven. 

And  to  thofe  thorns  that  in  her  hofo.ne  lodge, 

To  prick  and  fling  her ; fare  thee  well  at  once. 

The  Glow-worm  fhew>the  morning  to  be  near, 

And  gins  to  pale  his  uneffedual  fire  .• . 

Farewel,  remember  me. 

‘ Ham.  O all  you  hofts  of  heaven  ! O.  earth!  whateife 

5 And  ffiali  I couple  hell?  O fie  1 “hold,  hold  my  heart. 
And  you  my  finewsgrow  uot  inftant  old, 
Butbearmeflrongly up*  remember  thee! 

1 thou  poor  Ghofl,  whilfl  memory  holds  a feat 
In  this  diffracted  Globe : remember  thee ! 

Ye  from  the  table  of  my  memory 
rilwipeaway  all  trivial  fond  records. 

All  regifters  of  books,  all  forms  and  preffures  paft, 

That  youth  and  obfervation  copied  there, 

And  thy  commandment  all  alone  (hall  live 
Wi.hin  the  book  and  volume  of  my  brain, 

Unmixt  with  bafer  matter  yes  by  heaven. 

Omoft  pernicious  Woman! 

O villain,  viliian,  fmilUng  villain  A 
My  tables,  meet  k is  I fit  down, 
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That  one  may  fmile,  and  fmile,  and  be  a villain  j 
At  Ieaft  i am  fure  it  may  bs  fo  in  'Der  m irk. 

So  Unde  there  you  are : now  to  my  word, 

Itisfarewel,  remember  me. 

'lET’SU  *1*.  Horatio  atri  Mafcellus. 

Mar*  Lord  Hamlet. 


Hera.  Heavens  fecure  him. 
Ham.  So  be  if. 


Mar.  Iilo,  ho,  ho,  my  Lord, 

Ham.  Hillo,  ho,  ho,  boy,  come  and  come. 

Mar.  How  is’c  my  Nobel  Lord  f 
Ham.  O wonderfull 
Hora.  Good  my  Lord  tell  if. 

Ham.  No,  you  will  reveal  it. 

Hora.  Not  I,  my  Lord. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  Lord, 

Ham.  How  fay  youthen,  would  heart  of  man  once  think  it> 
• Bun  you'll  be  fecret. 

Both.  As  death,  my  Lord. 

Ham . There’s  never  a villain 
Dwelling  in  all  Denmark , 

But  he’s  an  Arrant  knave. 


Hora,  There  needs  no  Ghoft,my  Lord,  come  from  the  Grave 
To  tell  us  this. 

Ham.  Why  righf^  you  are  in  the  right, 

And  fo  without  more  circumftace  at  all 
1 hold  it  fit  that  we  (hake  hands  and  part  $ 

You  as  your  bufines  and  defirc  (hall  point  you  $ 

For  every  man  hath  bufmefs  and  defire, 

Such  as  it  is  \ and  for  my  own  poor  parr 
S will  go  pray. 

Hora . Thefeare  but  wild  and  windy  words,  mv  Lord* 

7 Ham.  I am  forray  they  offend  you  heartily, 

,Yes  faith,  heartily. 

Hora.  Theres  no  offence,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Yes  by  Saint  Batrik  but  there  is,  Horatio , 

Aud  much  offence  too : touching  this  vifion  here* 

It  is  an  honeft  Ghoft,  that  let  me  tell  you  * 

For  your  defire  to  know  what  is  between  us 
O’re  mafter’t  as  you  may  • and  now,  good  friends, 

As  you  are  Friends,  Scholars,  and  Souldiers, 

Give  me  one  poor  requeffc. 

Hora.  What  is’t  my  Lord,  we  will 
Ham.  Never  make  known  what  you  have  feen  tonight 
■Both.  My  Lord  we  will  not. 

Ham.  Nty  but  fwear’r. 

O * 
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Horn . In  faith  , my  Lord,  nor  f. 

Mar.  Nor  I,  my  Lord,  in  faith. 

Horn*  Upon  my  fword. 

* Mar.  We  have  fworn,  my  Lord,  already. 

• Horn.  Indeed  upon  my  foord,  indeed. 

[Gbofl^  crits  under  the  Stage 

Gboft . Swear. 

Ham.  Ha,  ha,  hoy,  fay 'ft  thou  fo?  art  thou  there  truepenny  ? 

Come  on,  you  hear  this  fellow  in  the. .Selleridge, 

Confent  to  fwear, 

her . Propofe  (he  Oarh,  my  Lord, 

Ham,  Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  fern, 

Swear  by  my  fword. 

Ghejh  Swear. 

Ham . Hie  6?  ubique . then  well  fhift  ourgrouud; 

Gome  hither,  hither,  Genilcmen, 

And  lay  your  hands  again  upon  my  Sword ; 

Swear  by  my  Sword., 

Never  to  fpeak  of  this  that  you  have  heard. 

Gboft , Swear  by  his  Sword, 

Haw.  Well  faid,  old  Mole,  eanft  thoaAvork  i’th’fcarth  fo  faff? 

A worthy  Piorer4  once  more  remove,  good  friencs. 

Hon  O day  and  night ! but  this  is  wondreus  ({range. 

Ham.  Aud-thereforcasa  ({ranger  give  it  welcome: 

There  are  more  things  in  heaven  and  earth,  Horatio , 

Than  are  dreamYof  in  your  Philosophy:  but  come* 

Here  as  before  *,  never,  fo  help  you  mercy, 

(Bow  ({range  or  edd  foe’re  I bear  my  felf. 

As  I percl  ance  hearafter  (hall  think,  meer,* 

To  put  an  amickdifpofition  on, 

That  you  at  fuch  times  feeing  me,  never  fhali  ' 

With  arms  encumbred  thus,  or  head  thus  fhak’r. 

Or  by  pronounciug  offomedoudtful  phrafe. 

As  well,  well,  we  know,  or  we  could,  and  if  we  would. 

Or  if  we  lift  to  fpeak,  or  there  be,  otif  they  m'ghr. 

Or  fuch  ambiguous  giving  our,  to  note) 

That  you  know  ought  of  me*  this  you  mod  Twe^r* 

* So  grace  and  mercy  atyour-moft  need  help  you. 

Gnoft.  Swear. 

Ham.  Reft*  reft,  perturbed  Spirit.  So>  Gentlemen 
With  all  my  love  I do  commend  me  to  you, 

And  what  fo  poor  a man  as  Hamlet  is  ~ 

May  do  t?exprefshis  love  and  friendthip  to  you 
Shall  never  fail,  let  us  go  in  togethv 
And  ft  ill  your  fingers  on  your  lips"  I pray. 

The  time  isout  ofjoynt,  O curled  ipight 

T Kat 
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That  ever  Jwisborn  to  fet  it  irght ! 

Nay  come,  let’s  go  togethev 


ACT  II.  SCENE  I. 


Enter  Polordus  anl  his  Max. 

4 Po /.  A~Mve  him  this  money,  and  thefe  two  note?,  Reynaldo. 
VI  €Rey . I will9  my  Lord. 

4 Pol . You  (hall  do  marvellous  wifely, good  Reynaldo, 

4 Before  you  vifit  him,  to  make  enquiry 
) Of  his  behaviour. 

4 Rey.  My  Lord  I did  intend  it. 

4 Pol.  Marry  welifaid,  very  well  laid,  look  you  Sir, 

4 Enquire  me  firft  what  Danskers  are  in  Paris, 

‘And  how.  and  who,  what  means,  and  where  they  keep, 
‘What  company,  ar  what  expence:  and  finding 
‘ By  this  encompaflrnenc  and  drift  of  queftion, 

4 That  they  do  know  my  Son,  come  you  more  near, 

4 Then  your  particular  demands  will  touch  it, 

4 Take  you  as  ’twere  fome  diftant  knowledge  of  him, 

4 As  thus,  I know  his  father,  and  his  friends, 

4 And  in  part  him;  Do  you  mark  this,  Reynaldo  ? 

*Rey.  1 very  well,  my  Lord, 

* Po!.  And  in  part  him* *  but  you  may  fay  not  well,  ■ 

4‘  But  if  it  be  he  1 mean,  he’s  very  wild, 

‘Addifled  fo  andfo,  and  there  put  on  h'm 
4 What  forgeries  you  pleafe,  marry  none  fo  Rank 
4 As  may  difhonour  him$  - take  heed  of  that  * 

‘ But  Sir.  fuch  wanton,  wild,  and  ufual  flips 
4 As  are  companions  noted  and  molt  known 
4 To  youth  and  liberty. 

‘Rey.  As  gaming,  my  Lord, 

1 Pol.  I,  or  drinking,  fencing,  fwearirg, 

4 Quarrelling,  drabbing,  you  may  gofofaf. 

‘R^y.  MyLcrd,  that  would  diftonour him, 

* Pol.  Faith  as  you  may  fealon  it  in  the  Charge, 

4 You  muft  hot  put  ano  her  fcandaL  on  him, 

* That  he  is  open  to  incontinency, 

4 That’s  not  my  meaning,  but  breath  his  faults  fo  quainrlfji  *' 
1 That  they  may  feem  the  taints  of  liberty, 

4 The  flalh  and  outbreak  of  a fiery  mind, 

4 A favagenefi  in  unreclaimed  bleed 
4 Of  general  aflauk 
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4 Rey . But.  my  good  Lord, 

* Pol . Wherefore  (hould  you  do  this  ? 

4 Rey . 7,  my  Lord,  1 would  know  that,' 

'Pol*  Marry,  Sir,  here’s  my  drift, 

< And  l believe  it  is  a fetch  of  wit. 

4 You  laying  thefe  flight  fullies  one  my  Son, 

* As  kwere  a thing  a littel  foil’d  with  working, 

4 Mark  you.your  party  in  converfe,  he  you  would  found* 

4 Having  ever  feen  in  the  prenominate  crimes 
c The  youth  you  breath  off  guilty*  beaffurd 
4 He  clofes  with  you  in  thisconfequence; 

4 Good  Sir  (or  lb)  or  Friend,  or  Gentleman, 

4 According  to  the  phrafe  or  the  addition 
l Of  Man  and  Country. 

4 Reft  Very  good,  Ny  Lord. 

4 Pol.  And  then,  Sir,  does  he  this,  he'does : what  was  1 about  to  fay  ? 
4 By  the  MafsJ  was  about  to  fay  lomething, 

4 Where  did  I leave  ? 

| Key.  At  clofes  in  the confequence.' 

4 Pol.  At  doles  in  the  confepuence’;  I marry, 

4 He  clofes  thus,  1 know  the  Gentleman, 

4 i faw  him  yefterday,  or  th’  other  day, 

4 Or  then,  or  then,  with  fuch  or  fucb,  and,  as  you  fay, 

• There  was  he  gaming  there,  or  took  in's  rowfe, 
s There  falling  out  a t Tennis,  or  perchance 
4 1 faw  him  enter  fuch  and  fuch  a houfe  of  fale, 

4 Videlicet , a Brothel,  or  fo  forth.  See  you  now, 

4 Your  bait  of  falfhood  takes  this  Carp  of  truth, 

4 And  thus  do  we  of  wifdom  and  of  reach, 

4 With  windltffes,  and  with  effays  of  byas, 

‘ By  indireft  find  dtfe&ions  out  i 

cSo  by  my  former  Le&ure  and  advice 

4 Shall  you  my  Son.  Yoii  have  me,  have  you  not  ? 

4 Rey.  My  Lord,  l have. 

‘Pot.  Good  buy  ye,  fareye  well. 

1 Rey.  Good,  my  Lord. 

4 Pol.  Obferve  his  inclination  in  your  felf. 

[ Rey . I (hall,  my  Lord. 

c Pol . And  let  him  ply  his  Mufick. 

6 Rey.  Well,  my  Lord.  [Exit  Rey.*  Enter  Ophelia. 

4 Pol . Farewell.  „How  now  Opbelai , what’s  the  matter  ? 

Ophel.  O,  my  Lord,  my  Lord  ! 1 have  been  fo  affrighted, 

Pol.  With  what  i 

Ophel . Lord,  as  I was  reading  in  my  clofet. 

Prince  H amkty  withdris  doublet  all  unbrac’d, 

Mo  hat  upon  his  head,  his  Rockings  loofe, 

"*  Ungartred,  and  down-gyved  to  his  anckle. 

Pale 
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Pale  as  his  foirt,  his  knees  knocking  each  other,  . 

And  with  a look  fo  pitious 

As  if  he  bad  been  lent  from  hell  fj 

Tolpeakeof  hoirours,  he  comes  before  me, 

Pol.  Mad  for  thy  love,  > 

Op  he/.  My  Lord  ldo  not  know,  ' 

But  truly  1 do  fear  it 
Pol.  What  laid  he? 

Ofhel.  He  took  me  by  thewrift,  and  held  me  hard, 

Then  goes  he  to  the  length  of  all  his  arm, 

And  with  his  other  hand  thus  o’re  his  brow 
He  falls  to  luch  perufalof  my  face 
As  he  would  draw  it;  long ftaid  he  fo 
At  lalt,  a little  fhaking  of  mine  arm. 

And  thrice  his  head  thus  waving  up  and  down 
Heraifeda  lighfo  pitious  and  profound 
As  it  did  feem  to  (hatter  all  his  bulk, 

And  end  his  being;  that  done,  he  lets  me  go, 

And  with  his  head  over  his  (houldets  turn’d 
He  feem’d  to  find  his  way  without  his  eyes  *1 
For  out  of  doors  he  went  without  their  helps, 

And  to  the  laft  bended  their  light  en  me. 

Pel.  Come,  go  with  me,  1 will  go  feek  the  King,, 

This  is  the  very  extafie  of  love, 
s Whofe  violent  property  foregoes  it  felf, 

* and  leads  the  will  to  defperate  undertakings, 

* As  oft  as  any  paffion  under  heaven 

* that  does  affiift  our  natures : I am  lorry*, 

What  ? have  you  given  him  any  hard  words  of  late  > 

Oph . No  my  good  Lord,  but  as.  you  did  command, 

I did  repel  his  Letters,  and  deny’d 
His  accefs  to  me 
PPol.  That  hath  made  him  mad : 

*1  amforry  that  with  better  heed  and  judgment 
s I had  not  quoated  him  *,  1 fear’d  he  did  but  trifle,' 

4 And  meant  to  wrack  thee,  but  before  w my  jealoufie  ? 

* By  heaven  it  is  as  proper  to  our  Age 

* To  call  beyond  our  felves  in  our  opinions, 

‘ As  it  is  common  for  the  younger  fort 

*To  lack  diferetion  : 4 Come,  go  with  me  to  the  Kingi 
This  mult  be  known,  which  being  kept  dole  might  move 
More  grief  to  hide,  than  hate  to  utter  love. 

Come.  [Exeunt^ 

flourijh.  Enter  Ring,  Queen , Rofencraus  and  Gmldenflera 
King.  Welcome  good  Rofencraus  and  Guiiderjl&rnv 
Befides,  that  we  diet  long  to  fee. 

The  need  m have  to  ufe  you  did  provoke 
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Ofcr  hilly  fendinj*.  Somthing  you  have  heard 
Of  Hamlet's  traifrformauon,  (ocall  it; 
bith  nor  th1  exterior,  nor  the  inward  man 
Kcfemblcs  that  it  was : what  it  fhould  be 
More  than  his  father’s  death,  that  thus  hath  put  him 
So  much  from  the  undemanding  of  himfelf 
1 cannot  dream  of:  I intreat  you  both, 

That  being  of  lo  young  days  brought  up  with  him 
1 And  fith  fo  neighboured  to  his  youth  and  haviour, 

Th  at  you  vouchiafe  your  reft  herein  our  Court 
Some  littel  time,  fo  by  your  companies 
To  draw  him  on  to  pleasures,  and  to  gather 
So  much  as  from  occafion  you  may  glean. 

Whether  ought  to  us  unknown  affiifts  him  thus, 

Thet  lies  within  onr  remedy. 

Queen  Good  Gentlemen,  he  hath  much  talkt  of  you. 

And  fure  1 am,  two  men  there  are  not  living 
To  whom  he  more  adheres  5 if  it  will  pleafe  you 
To  (hew  us  fo  much  gentleriefs  and  good-will, 

As  to  meploy  your  time  with  us  a while 
For  the  fupply  and  profit  of  our  hope, 

Your  vifit&tion  (hall  receive  fuch  thanks 
As  fits  a King’s  remembrance* 

RoJ.  Both  your  majefties 
Might  by  the  Sovereign  power  you  have  over  us 
Put  your  dread  pleafures  more  into  command 
Than  to  intreaty. 

GuiL  But  we  both  obey, 

And  hear  give  up  our  feives  in  the  full  bent* 

To  lay  our  feryite  freely  at  your  feet. 

King.  Thanhs  hofencraus  aud  gentle  Guildenfiern* 

Queen.  Thanks  Gui/denftern  and  gentei  K ofencraus. 

And  1 befeech  you  inftantly  to  viiit 

My  too  much  changed  Son : go  fome  of  you, 

And  bring  thefe  Geuclemen  where  H amlet  is. 

GuiL  Heavens  make  our  prefence  and  our  pra&ices 
Pleafant  and  helpful  to  him* 

Queen.  Amen  [Exeunt  Rof.  and  Gail 

Enter  Polonius? 

1 PoL  Th5  F mbaffadors  from  Norway , my  good  Lord, 

Arejoyfully  return’d, 

4 King.  Thou  ftill  haft  been  the  father  of  good  news* 

* Pol . Have  J,  my  Lord  ? 1 affure  my  good  Liege 
‘ I hold  my  duty  as  I hold  my  Soul, 

‘ Both  to  my  God.  and  to  my  gracious  King  : 
fc  And  J5I  do  think,  or  elfe  this  brain  of  mioe 
Hunts  not  the  trail  of  policy  fo  fare 

As 
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As  it  has  us’d  to  do.  thit  1 hive  found 
The  very  caufe  of  hamlet' s lunacy. 

King.  O l'peak  of  that,  that  1 do  long  td  hear! 

‘ Pol.  Give  firft  admittance  to  the  ambaffadors. 

"4My  news  (hall  be  the  fruit  to  that  great  feafl. 

' King.  Thy  felf  do  gmce  to  them,  and  bring  them  in. 

* He  tells  me,  my  dear  Gcrtrard , he  hath  found 
4 Tbe  head  and  fource  of  all  our  Sons  diftemper. 

4 Queen.  I doubt  it  is  no  other  but  the  main, 

* His  father’s  death,  and  our  hafty  marriage. 

Enter  EmVajJadors. 

'King.  Well, we  fhall  fife  him:  welcome  my  good  friends: 

6 Say  Voltemand * what  from  our  brother  Norway} 

1 Vol  Molt  fair  return  of  greetings  and  defires  : 

‘Upon  our  firft  he  Tent  out  to  fupprefs 
1 His  Nephew’s  lives,  which  to  him  appear’d 
« To  be  a preparation  againft  the  Pollack , 

< Buc  better  lookt  into,  he  truly  found 
i It  was  againft  your  Highnefs:  whereat  griev’d 
4 That  fo  his  ficknefs^ge,  and  impotence 
Was  falfly  born  in  hand,  fends  out  arrefts 
4 On  Portinbrafs , which  he  in  brief  obeys, 

* Receives  rebuke  from  Norway , and  in  fine, 

1 Makes  vow  before  his  Uncle,  never  more 
‘To  give  th’  afTay  of  arms  againft  yourMajefty, 

‘Whereon  old  Norway  overcome  with  joy, 

‘ Gives  him  threefcore  thoufand  Crowns  in  Annual  fee, 
c And  his  commiflion  to  imploy  thofe  Souldiers 

* So  levied  as  before,  again  the  Pollack , 

4 With  anintreaty  herein  further  fhown, 

4 That  it  might  pleafe  you  to  give  quiet  pafs 
‘Through  your  Dominions  for  this’enterprize, 

4 On  fuch  regards  cf  Taretv  and  allowance 
6 As  herein  is  fet  down. 

4 King . It  likes  us  well, 

4 And  at  more  confidered  time  weTl  Read, 

4 Anfwer  and  think  upon  this  Bufinefs : 

4 Mean  tims  we  thank  you  for  your  well  took  labour, 

4 Go  to  your  reft,  at  night  we’ll  feaft  together : 

4 Mott  welcome  home.  [Exeunt  EmbajfadcrK 

'‘Pol  This  bufinefs  is  well  ended. 

My  Liege  and  Madam,  to  e.vpoftiilate 
What  Majelty  (hould  be,  what  duty  is, 

Why  dayisd^y,  night  night,  and  time  is  time ; 

Were  nothing  but  to  waft  night,  day,  and  time* 

Therefore  brevity  is  the  Soul  of  wit, 

And  tedioulfiefs  the  limde  anfl  outward  flourilhes: 

E I 
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* will  be  brief  .*  your  noble  Sone  is  mad, 

Tvfiad  call  I it J fot  to  define  trfc  madnefs, 

What  is*t  but  to  be  nothing  elfe  but  mad  ? 

Bnt  let  that  go. 

Queen.  More  matter  with  lefs  art. 

Fol.  Madam,  fwear  I ufe  no  art  at  all, 

That  he’s  mad,  ’tis  true-,  ?tistrue,  ’tis  pity/ 

And  pity  7tis  *tis  true,  a'  fooiiih  figure, 

But  farewcl  it,  fi  r l will  ufe  no  art  : 

Mad  let  us  granf.  him  then,  and  now  remains- 
That  we  find  out  the  caufe  of  thiseffett, 

Or  rather  fay  the  caufe  of  this  defefr, 

For  this  effed  defe&ivy  comes  by  eaufe  : 

Thus  it  remains,  and  the  remainder  thus. 

Gonfider. 

] have  a daughter,  have  her  while  (lie  is  mine, 

Who  in  her  duly  and  obedience,,  mark, 

Hath  given  my  this  5 now  gather  and  furmife.  f Rudi 

To  tbs  Qclcfttal  and. try  fouls  Idol,  the  beautified  Ophelia.  Teat’s  an 
ill  phra  ffy  a vile  phrafe  , Beautified  is  a vile  phrafe  : b'ht  you  full,  hear  9 
thus  in  her  excellent  vrbite  bofomy  Thefcy  g£c. 
j Quern.  Came  this  from  Hamltt  ftHier  ? 

Fol.  Good  Madem  ftay  a while  I will  be  faithful. 

Doubt  that  the  Stars  are  firey  Litter • 

Doubt  that  the  Sun  doth  movey  i 
Doubt  truth  to  be,  a lyary 
But  never  doubt  J love. 

0 dear  Ophelia,  J am  ill  at  thefc  numbers^. J have  not  art  to  reckon  my 
groans ; but  that  1 love  the  befty  Q moft  be  ft  btheve  it : Adieu.  Thin r 
evermore , moft  dear  Lady*  wtilft  this  machine  is  to  himy 

Hamle” 

Pdh  This  in  obedience  hath  my  daughter  (hewn  me, : 

Arid  mere  concerning  his  folicitirigs 

As  they  fell  out  by  time,  by  means,  and  place* 

* All  given  to  mine  ear.. 

Kwg . But  how  hath  fhe  receiv’d  his  love  ? 

Fol.  What  do  you  think  of  me-> 

King.  At  of  a man  faithful  and  honourable. 

Pol.  I would  fein  prove  fo  but  what  would  you  think. 

When  I had  feen  this  hot  love  on  the  wing, 

As  l perceived  it  I muft  tell  you  that 
Bafore  my  daughter  told  me  5 what  might  you 
Oc  my  dear  Majefty  your  Queen  here  think, 

If  I had  plaid  the  Desk  or  i able-book. 

? Or  given  my  heart  a winking,  mute  and  dumb,.- 
Oc  lookt  upon  this  love  with  idle  fight, 

Wtauoight  you  think ' no  /went  round  to  work,'  * 

And 
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And  my  Young  Milhifs  thus  I charg’d  : 

Lord  Hamlet  is  a prince  above  thy  fphere. 

This  mutt  not  be:  and  then  ( precepts gave  her. 

That  fhefhould  lock  her  lelf  from  his  refort, 

Admit  no  Meflengers,.  receive  no  tokens. 

Which  done;  (he  took  the  fruits  ofmy  advice  * 

And  he  repell’d,  a fhort  tale  to  make, 

Fell  into  afadnefs,  then  into  a faft, 

* Thence  to  a watch,  then  into  a weaknefs, 

Thence  to  a lightneis,  and  by  this  decienfion 
Into  the  madnefs  wherein  he  now  raves, 

And  all  mourn  for. 

King.  Do  you  think  ’ris  this  ? 

Queen.  1 1 may  be  very  likely. 

Pol.  Hath  there  beenfuch  a time,  I would  fain  know  that. 

That  I have  pofitively  faid,  Vrsfcf 
When  it  prov’d  otherwife 
King.  Not  that  / know, 

P cl.  Take  this  from  this,  if  this  be  otherwife  > 

If  crcumftances  lead  me,  I willfind 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Within  the  centre. 

King . How  may  we  try  it  furthert? 

Pol.  Sometimes  he  walks  four  hours  together 
Here  in  the  Lobby. 

Qneen.  So  he  does  indeed. 

Pol.  Ar  fuch  a time  I’ll  loofe  my  daughter  to  him, 

Be  you  and  I behind  the  Arras  then, 

Mark  the  encounter  * if  he  love  her  not, 

And  be  not  from  his  reafon  fal’n  thereon, 

Let  me  be  no  afliftant  for  a State, 

But  keep  a farm  and  Carters. 

King i We  will  try  it.  [Enter  Hamlet' 

Queen.  But  Jo  ok  where  fadly  the  poor  wretch  comes  reading. 

Pol.  Away , I do  defeechyou  both  away,  [Exit  King  and  Queen. 
I'll  board  him  prcfemly.  Ogive  me  leave* 

‘ How  does  my  good  Lord  Hamlet  > 

‘ Ham  Excelert  well. 

Pol.  Do  you  know  me  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  Excellent  well,  you  are  a Fifh*munger, 

Pol  Not  I,  my  Lord  . 

Ham.  Then  1 would  you  were  fo  honeft  a man, 

Pol.  Honeft  my  Lord  > 

Ham.  I Sir,  to  be  as  this  world  goe%9 
is  to  be  one  man  pipktout  of  ten  thoufand. 

Pol.  That  is  very  true,  my  Lord, 

Ham.  For  if  the  Sun  breed  maggots  in  a dead  dog,  being  a good 

E * killing 
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killing  carbon*  Have  you  a daughter? 

P oU  I have  my  Lord. 

Ham . Let  her  not  walk  i’ththe  Sun,  conception  is  a bleffig, 

Bt  as  yourdaughte.  may  conceive,  friend  look  to’t.  , 

PoL  How  fay  you  by  that  > (fill  harping  on  my  d iugter,  yet  he  knew 
me  not  at  firft,  hut  faid  Fwas  a fifh-monger,  he  is  far  gone  *,  and  truely 
Inmy  youth  1 fqfteredmuch  extremity  for  Love,  very  near  this  FU  /peak 
to  him  again.  What  do  you  read,  my  Lo:d  ?* 

Ham.  Word?,  words,  word?. 

Pc l.  What  is  the  matter,  my  Lord  ? y 
Ham*  Between  who? 

PoL  (mean  the  matter  thatyouread,  my_Loid, 

H(im.  Slanders  Sir,  * for  the  Sityrical  Rogue  fays- here;  that  old  men 
frave  gray  beards,  thaptheir  faces  are  wrinckled,  their  Eye s purging  thicfc 
Amber,  and  Flum-rree  Gum,  and  that  they  have  a plentitui  lack  of  wit, 
together  with  moft  weak  hams,  all  which.  Sir,  though  I moft  poweiftrlly- 
and  poiently  pelieve,  yet  i hold  it  not  honefty  to  have  tt-thus  fee  down, 
for  your  felf,  Sir,  (hall  grow  old,  as  I am,  if  like  a Crab  you  could  go 
back  wrrd. 

PoL  Though  this  be  madnefs,  yet  there  is  method  in’t,  will  you  walk 
*ut  of  the  Air,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham, Into  my  Grave. 

IV.  Indeed  that’s  out  of  ijsq  Air  5 how  pregnant  fomerimes  h’s  replyes 
ar^  [ a happines  that  often  madnefs  hit’s  on,41  Which  reafon  and  fan&ity 
could  not  fo  happily  be  delivered  of.  •*/  will  leave  him  and  daugh.- 
ter.  My  Lord  I will  take  my  leave  of  you. 

Ham.  You  cannot  take  from  me  any  thing  that  I’wiil  not  more  willing- 
ly part  withal,  except  my  life,  except  my  life,  except  my  life, 

Enter  Guildenfterne  and  Rofcncraus* 

Pol.  Fare  you  well,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Thefe  tedious, old  fools 

Pol.  You  go  to  feek  the  Lord  Ham  let , there  he  to 

KoJ,  Save  you  Sir. 

Gull.  My  honoured  Lord. 

Pof.  My  moft  dear  Lord. 

Ham.  My  excellent  good  friends  how  doft  thou  Gttildenjlertt 
Ah  R ojencrausy  good  lads,  how  do  you  both  l 
Rof^  As  the  indifferent  children  of  the  earth. 

Gull.  Hsppy  in  that  we  are  not  ever  happy  on  fortunes  cap, 

We  are  not  the  very  button. 

1 Ham.  Nor  the  foks  of  her  (hope... 

4 Rtf/Neith'er,  my  Lord. 

* Ham.  Then  you  live  about  her  wafie,  pi  tho  middle  of  her  favours* 
‘ Gull.  Faith  in  her  privates  we, 

• Ham . In  the  jfecret  parts  of  fortune,  oh  moft  true,  (he  is  a Strumpet  • 

Y\£hatnew$V  • 

R of  None,  my  Lor^  but  the  world’s  growa  honsft 

i ' 
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Viam.  Then  is  doomf-iay  near : fure  yonr  nevvi  is  rot  true* 

But  in  the  beaten  way  of  friendship,  what  make  you  a lEffenour} 

Fo/.  To  vtiityou,  my  Lord,  no  other  occafion. 

Warn.  Begger  that  I am,  I am  even  poor  in  thanks,  but  I thank  you, 

* And  fure  dear  fiends,  my  thanks  are  too  dear  a hzlf'pvnny : * were  you 
not  lent  *or?  is  it  your  own  inclining?  is  it  a .free,  vifitation?  come, 
come,  deal  juftjy  with  me,  come,  come,  nay  fpeak. 

Gui 7.  What  fhould  we  fay.  my  Lord  ? 

H am.  Any  thing,  but  to  ih-  purpofeyou  were  fent  for \ and  there  is  a * 
&nd  ofconfefTioa  in  your  Locks,  which  your  Modefties  have  not  craft  ■ 
enough  to  coulour:  I know  the  good  King  and  Queen  have  lent  for 
you. 

K 0/  To  what  end,  my  Lord  > 

Ham,  That  you  muft  teach  me  *,  but  let  me  conjure  you  by  the  rights 
of  our  fellofhips,  by  the  confonancy  of  our  youth,  by  the  obligation  of* 
our  preferred  love,  and  by-  what  more  dear,  and  better  proptfir  and  - 
chargeyou  withal,  be  even  anddireft  with  me,  whether  you  were  lent  - 
for  or  no. 

Rof.  What  fay  you  ? 

Ham.  Nay  then  1 have  an  eye  of  you,  if  you  love  me  hold  not  off*  r 
GuU.  My  Lord  we  were  fent  for. 

Ham . I will  tell  you  why,  folhall  myanticipation  prevent  your  dif-  < 
covery,  and  your  fecrefie  to  the  King  and  Queen  moult  no  feather  : I 
have  of  late,  but  wherefore  T know  nor*  loft  all  my  mirth,  foregone 
all  coftome  of  exercifes,  u and  indeed  it  goes  fo  heavily  wyh  my 
i4difpofition,  “ that  this  goodly  frame  the  earth  ,feems  to  me  a fteril 
promontory  $ this  moft excellent  Canopy  the  Air  look  you,  this  brave 
cVe-hang'd  firmament,  this  Majettical  roof  fretted  with  golden  fire, 
why  it  appeared*  nothing  to  me  bur  a foul  and  peftilent  congregati- 
on of  vapours.  What  a piece  a work  is  man?  Jiomu  noble  in  teafon  t 
how  infinite  in  faculties/  inform  and  moving,  how  exprefs  and  ad. 
mirable ! in  a£lion,  how  like  an  Angel  ! in  apprehenfion,  the  beauty 
of  the  World,  the  paragon  of  Animals  5 and  yet  to  me,  what  is  this 
quinteflence  of  duft?  Man  delights  not  me,  nor  Wbman  neither*, 
though  by  your  fmiling  you  feem  to  fav  fo. 

R of.  My  Lord,  there  was  no  fuch  ftuff  in  my  thoughts; 

Udm.  Why  did  ye  laugh  then,  when  1 faklman  delights  net  me? 

To  thinks  my  Lord,  if  you  delight  not  in  man,  what  lenten  * 
Entertainment  the  Players  fhall  receive  from  you,  we  met  them  on  the 
way,  and  hither-are  they  coming  to  offer  your  Service, 

Ham . He  that  play  es  the  King  fhall  be  welcome,  his  Majefty  (ball  have*  * 
tributeof  me*  the  adventurous  Knight  fhall  ufe  his  foil  and  target,  the 
lover  fhall  not  figh  Gr&is,  the  humorous  man  (hali  end  his  part  in  peace,  , 
and  the  Lady  (hail  fay  her  mind  freely,  or  the  blank  verfe  fhall  halt  fork  ~ 
What  Players  are  they  i 

R of.  £ven  thofe  you, were  want  to  taka  Each  -delight in,  the  Trage-  - 
diansoftheCity:  ~ ’ 
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bltwl  Row  chances  it  thy  travel?  their  refidence  both  in  repatatioh 
and  profit  was  better  both  ways. 

R of.  1 think  their  inhibition  comes  by  the  means  of  the  late  innova* 


tkn* 

Ham.  Do  they  hold  the  fame  F.ftimation  they  did  when  I was  in  the 
City  } are  they  fo  followed  ? 


l\of.  No  indeed  they  are  not. 

Hunt.  Ir  is  not  very  ftrargs  5 for  my  Uncle  is  King  of  Denmark , and 
thole  tharj would  make  mouths  at  him  while  my  father  lived,  give  twenty 
forty,  fifty*  a hundred  duckets  a piece  for  his  PiGure  in  little : there  is 
fome thing  in  this  moje  than  natural,  if  Philofophy  could  find  it  out. 

£A  fleurijb . 

Guil.  Shall  we  call  the  Piayers  > 

H am  Gentlemen  you  are  welcome  to  Elfenour , your  hands  * come 
then,  th’  appurtenance  of  welcome  is  Faftnon  and  Ceremony,  let  me 
comply  with  you  in  this  garb,  <4  left  my  extent  to  the  Pityeis,  which  1 
u tell  you  muft  (hew  fairly  outwards,  (hould  more  appear  f ike  Entertain- 
ment than  yours  $ you  are  welcome : 44  but  my  Uncle-father%  and  Aunt 
mother  ate  deceived. 

Guil.  In  what,  my  dear  Lord  ? 

Ham.  1 am  but  mad  North*  North-weft,  when  the  wind  is  Southerly  l 
know  an  hawk  from  a hand-faw.  [ Enter.  Polonius. 

Poh  Well  be  with  you,Gentlemer% 

H am.  Hark  you  Guillenfterny  and  yoinoo,  at  each  ear  a hearer,  that 
great  Baby  as  you  fee  is  not  yet  out  of  hisfwadiing-clours. 

Kof.  Happily  he  is  the  fecond  time  come  to  them,  for  they  fay  an  old 
man  is  twice  a Child. 

H am.  1 will  prophefie  that  he  comes  to  tell  me  of  the  Players,  mark 
it : You  f2y  right.  Sir,  a Monday  morning,  ’twas  then  indeed, 

Pol.  My  Lord,  I have  news  to  tell  you 
H am.  My  Lord,  1 have  news  to  tell  you  when  R ofius  was  an  Aftor 
in  R me. 

Pol . The  aGors  are  come  hither,  my  Lord. 

H am.  Buz,  buZ. 

Pol . Upon  mine  honour. 

Ham . Then  came  each  AGor  on  his  Afs. 

Pol.  The  beft  AGors  in  the  world,  either  for  Tragedy  * Commedy, 
Hiftory,  Paftoral,  Palloral  Comical*  Hiftorical-Paftoral  Scene,  in-uvi- 
dable,  or  Poem  unlimited : Seneca  cannot  be  too  heavy,  nor  Plautius  too 
light  for  the  law*  of  Wit  and  Liberty  $ thefeare  the  only  mei. 

Ham . O Teptba  Judge  of  Ifrael,  what  a treafure  hadlt  thou  ? 

Pol . What  treafure  had  he,  my  Lord, 

H am.  Why  one  lair  daughter  and  no  more  the  which  be  loved  paffcg 
well 

Tolt  Still  on  my  daughter.' 

Hem.  Am  1 not  i’th5  right,  old  Jeptba  ? 

What  follows  then,  my  Lord? 

Ham. 
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< Ham.  Why  as  by  lot  God  wot , and  then  you  know  ir  came  to  pafs, 
c as/rmoft  likeit  was*  „the  firft  row  of  the  Rubrick  will  fhevv  you  more,  for 
look  where  my  abridgment  comes. 

Enter  Players. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome  Matters,  welcome  all,  ‘ 1 am  glad  to  fee  thee' 

* well,  welcome  good  friends*,  ‘oh  old  friend  why  thy  face  is  valanc’d 
fi.'ice  f w the  lalT,  corn’ll  thou  to  beard  me  in  Demnrrl what  my  young 
Lady  and  Miftrefs  my  Lady  your  Ladyfiiip  is  nearer  to  heaven  than  when 
1 law  you  laft  by  the  altitude  of  a Chopine,  I wifh  your  voice,  like  a piece 
or  uncurrant  gold,  be  not  crackt  within  the  ring:  Mailers  you  are  all 
welcome,  we’ll  e’ne  to‘t  like  friendly  Faulkeners,  fiy  at  any  thing  we  fee, 
we4!!  have  a fpeech  ftraight,  come  give  us  a taft  of  your  quality,  tome  a 
pafionate  Speech. 

Player  . What  Speech,  my  good  Lord. 

Ham.  I heard  thee  fpeak  me  a fpeech  once,  but  it  was  never  A <fled  , 
or  if  it  was,  not  above  once,  for  the  Flay  i remember  pleafed  not 
the  million,  twas  a Caviary  to  the  general,  ctbjt  it  was  as  I receivad  it 
‘and  others,  whofe  Judgments  in  fuch  matters  cried  in  the  top  of  mine,  ’ 
4 and  excellent  Play,  well  digefled  in  the  Scenes,  fet  down  with  as  mueh 
‘ modelly  as  cunning.  . remember  one  fa  id  there  were  no  Sallets  in  the 
‘lines  to  make  the  matter  favory,  nor  no  matter  in  the  phrafe  that  might 
‘indite  the  Author  to  Affe&ion,  but  call'd  it  an  honed  method,  aswhol- 
4 fome  as  fweer,  and  by  very  much  more  handfome  than  fine  *,  “ one  fpeech 
inlt  l cheafiy  loved,  ‘twas  JEneas  talk  to  Didoy  and  thereabout  of  it 
efpecially  when  he  fpeaks  of  PrianH  {laughter,  if  it  live  in  your  me^ 
mary.  begin  at  this  line,  let  me  fee,  let  me  fee,  the  rugged  Pyrrhus 
like  the  Hircanian  Beall,  4tis  not.  it  begins  with  Pyrrhus.  The  rug: 
ged  Pyrrhm , he  whofe  fable  Arms, 

Black  as  his  purpofe  did  the  night  rcfeinble, 
c When  he  lay  couched  in  the  ominous  horfe, 

4 Hath  now  his  dread  and  black  completion  fmear4d 
4 With  Heraldry  more  difmal  head  to  foot  .* 

4 Now  is  he  total  Gules,  horridly  trickt 
4 With  blood  of  fathers,  mothers,  daughters,  fons, 
i Bak‘d  and  embafted  with  the  jjprching  llreets, 

4 That  lend  a tyrannous  and  a damned  light 
4 To  their  Lord‘s  murder,  roalled  in  wrath. and  fire,  . 

‘And  thus  o‘re-ci  fed  with  coagulate  gore, 

4 With  eyes  like  Carbuncles,  the  hellifh  Pyrrhus 

* Old  grander  Priam  Peeks  * fo  proceed  you. 

Pol.  My  Lord  well  fpoken,  with  good  accent  and  good  difcreiion  % 

So  proceed. 

Play.  Anon  he  finds  him  . 

Striking  too  fhort  at  Greeks  his  antick  Sword, 

Rebellious  to  his  arm,  lies  where  it  falls, 

Repugnant  to  command  * unequal  marcht, 

Pyrrhfu  at  Prim  drircs,  in  rage  ftrike*  widcf 

' ~ ~ But  ‘ 
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Bat  with  the  whiff  and  wind  of  his  fell  Sword, 

Th*  unnerved  Father  falls 

* Seeming  to  fell  this  blow,  with  flaming  top 

* Stoops  to  his  bafet  and  with  a hideous  craft 

4 Takes  Piifoner  P yrrbus  ear:  for  ioe  his  Sword, 

‘ Wtfch  wasdeclining  on  the  milky  head 
‘ Of  rev:rend  P rbam  ieem’d  Pch  Air  to  flick, 

4 So  as  painted  Tyrant  P ytrbus  flood, 

‘ Like  a natural  to  his  will  and  matter, 

‘-Did  nothing: 

But  as  we  often  fee  againft  fome  ftorm*  i 

A lilence  in  the  Heaven^,  the  racks  ftand  ftill. 

The  bold  wind  fpeechlefs,  and  the  orb  below 
As  hufh  as  death,  anon  the  dreadful  thunder 
Doth  rend  the  region : fo  after  Pyrrhus  paufe, 

A rowled  vengence  fets  new  awork. 

And  never  did  the  Cyclops  hammers  fall, 

On  Mars  his  Armour,  forg’d  for  proof  ctern. 

With  remorfe,  than  Pyrrhus  bleeding  Sword 
N jw  falls  on  Priam. 

Out,  out,  thou  ftrumpet  Fortune ! 4 all  ye  Gods 
4 In  general  Synod  take  away  her  Power, 

‘-Break  all  rhe  S'qokes  and  Fellows  from  her  Wheels, 

4 And  howl  rhe  round  Nave  down  the  hill  of  Heaven, 

* As  low  as  to  the  Fiends. 

Pol.  This  is  too  long. 

Ham.  It  (hall  to  the  Barbers  with  your  Beard : pretbeefiy  on,  he’s  for 
a jig,  or  a tale  of  Bawdry,  or  he  Sleeps  * fay  on,  come  to  Hecuba, 

Ploy.  But  who  alas  had  feen  the  mobled  Queen,  * 

Ham.  The  mobled  Queen? 

Pol,  That’s  good. 

Vhy.  Run  hare-foot  up  and  down  threatning  thefhme% 

A clout  upon  that  head 

Where  late  the  Diadem  flood,  and  for  a Robe, 

About  her  lank  and  all  o’er-ramed  loy  ns, 

A blanket  in  the  alarm  of  fear  caught  up. 

Who  this  had  feen,  with  rungue  in  venome  fleepr, 

'Gainft  fortunes  State  would  Treafon  have  pronounc’d  > 
c But  if  rhe  Gods  tbcmfelves  did  fee  her  then, 

4 When  (he  faw  P yrrbus  make  malicious  fport 
4 In  mincing  with  his  Sword  her  Husband’s  limbs, 

4 The  inftant  burft  of  clamour  that  fhe  made, 

4 llnlefs  things  mortal  move  them  not  at  all, 

* Would  have  made  milch  the  burning  Eyes  of  Heaven* 

‘And  paflionintheGods. 

Pol . Look  where  he  has  not  turned  bis  colour,  and  his  tears  in-’Sjfjfcfil 
ptethee  uo  more. 

- Tim- 
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flam.  T/s  well,  111  have  thee  fpcak  out  the  reft  of  this  foon.  Good  my 
Lord  will  you  lee  the  Players  well  beltowedjdo  you  hear,  let  them  be  welt 
ufed,  for  they  are  the  ablirad  and  brief  Chronicles  of  the  time  ; after  your, 
death  you  were  better  have  a bad  Fpitaph,  than  their  ill  report  while 
you  live. 

Pol.  My  Lord,  I will  ufe  them  according  to  their  defert. 

Ham.  Much  better,  ufeevery  man  after  his  deferr,  and  who  fhall  fcape 
whipping?  ufe  them  afteryour  own  honour  and  dignity,  thelefsthey 
deferve  the  more  merit  is  in  your  bounty : Take  them  in. 

Pol.  Come  firs. 

Ham.  Follow  him,  friends*,  we’ll  hear  a Play  tomorrow  * do’ftthou 
hear  me,  old  friend,  can  you  Play  the  murder  of  Gonzago  ? 

Play,  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  We’ll  have  it  to  morrow-night : you  could  for  need  ftudy  a fpeech 
of  fome  dozen  lines,  which  I would  fet  down  and  infert  in’c  could  you 
not?  5 J 

Play.  I,  my  Lord. 

Ham . Very  well : follow  that  Lord,  and  look  you  mock  him  nor.  My 
good  friends.  I’ll  leave  you  till  night,  you  are  welcome  to  Elfenour. 

[Exeunt  Pol.  and  Players. 


Rof.  Good  my  Lord. 

"Ham.  I fo,  God  buy  to  you  3 now  am  I alone, 

O what  a rouge  and  pefant  {live  am  I! 

Is  it  not  monlterous  that  this  Player  here 
But  im  fiftion,  in  a dream  of  Paffion, 

Could  force  his  Soul  to  his  own  conceit. 

That  for  her  working  all  the  vifage  wand. 

Tars  in  his  Eyes,  diltracVion  in’s  AfpeU, 

A broken  voice,  and  his  whole  function  fuiting 
With  forms  to  his  conceit,  and  ail  for  nothing, 

For  Hecuba  > 

What’s  Hecuba  to  him,  or  he  to  her, 

That  hefhould  weep  for  her?  what  would  he  do 
Had  he  the  motive,  and  that  for  pafliou 
That  I have  ? he  would  “drown  the  ftage  with  tears, 
4 And  cleave  the  general  Ear  with  horrid  fpeech, 

Make  mad  the  guilty  and  appeal  the  free, 
c Confound  the  ignorant,  and  amaze  indeed 
4 The  very  faculties  of  Eyes  and  Ears*  yet  1, 

4 A dull  and  muddy  melted  raskaf,  peak 
‘ Like  John  a dreams,  unpregnant  of  my  caufe, 

4 And  can  fay  nothing,  no  not  for  a King, 
c Upon  whofe  property  and  moU  dear  life 
c A dmn’d  defeat  was  made : am  I a coward  ? 

4 Who  calls  me  villain,  breaks  my  pate  acrofs, 
c Plucks  off  my  beard,  and  blows  it  in  my  face, 

F 


[Exit 
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‘Twekesme  by  the-N.ofe,  gives  the  Lye  i’tli* *  Troac 
* As  deep  as  to  the  Lungs i who  does  me  this? 

Hah  ? s wounds  1 (honld  tike  ir,  for  it  cannot  be 
Bui  i am  Pigeon  liver’d.  and  lack  Gall 
To  make  oppreflion  bitter,  or  e’re  this 
ifliould  have  fatted  all  the  region  Kites 
With  this  Slaves  Offal  : l<  bloody,  bawdy  villain. 
cHemorflefs,  tr.eachrous,  leacherous,  kindlefs  viiiain, 

‘ Why  what  an  Afs  am  I?  this  is  moft  brave,  • 

4 That  I the  Son  of  a dear  Father  murthered, 

6 Prompted  to  my  revenge  by  Heaven  and  Hell. 

‘Mull  like  a Whore  unpack  my  heart  with  words, 

6 And  fall  a curling  like  a very  drab,  itallion,  he  upon’r,  fob 
‘ About  my  brains.  44  hum,  I have  heard 
That  guilty  Creatiirfcs  fitting  at  a Play, 

Have  by  the  very  cunning  of  the  Scene- 
Been  (hook  fo  to  the  Soul  that  prefently 
They  have  proclaim’d  their  Malefaftions : 

For  Member,  though  it  have  no  Tongue  will  fpeak  . 
c With  moft  miraculous  Organ,  I’ll  have  thefe  Players. 
Play  fomething  like  the  Murther  of  my  Father 
Before  mine  Uncle  : Tllobferve  his  looks, 
i ll  tent  him  to  the  quick*  if  he  do  blench 

* I know  my  courfe.  u The  Spirit  that  l have  feen 
May  be  a Devil,  and  the  Devil  may  tuva  power 
To  affbmea  pleasing  fhape,-  u yea  and  perhaps 

1 Out  of  my  weaknefs  and  my  melancholly, 

* As  heis.very  potent  with  fuch  Spirits, 

‘Abufes  me  to  damn  me:<c  I’ll  have  grounds 
More  relative  than  this,  the  Play's  the  thing 
Wherein  I’ll  catch  the  Conference  of  the  King/ 


[ Exeunt . 


ACT  III.  SCENE  L 


E/Jer  King)  Queen^  Folonius,  Ophelia, Rofencraus: 
Guildenftern,  Lords 

King.  A N D can  you  by  no  drift  of  Conference 

JLX  Getfrom  him,  why  he  puts  on  this  Confufion3 

* Grating  fo  hardily  all  his  days  of  quiet 
‘ With  turbulent  and  dangerous  lunacy  ? 

Kef,  He  does  confefs  he  feels  himfelf  diftrafle ^ 
BuJrom  what  caufe  he  will  by  no  means  fpe  k 
GuiU  iNor  do  we  find  him  forward  to  be  founded^ 


But 
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tBut  with  a crafty  Madnefs  keeps  aloof 
When  we  would  bring  him  on  to  fome  confeffioo 
* Of  his  true  Eftate. 


Queen,  Did  he  receive  you  well  ? 

Rof  Mott  civily. 

Guil.  But  with  much  forcing  of  his  difpofition. 

Rof.  Unapt  to  quettion  * but  of  cur  demands 
Moitfre  in  is  reply. 

Queen.  Did  you  invite  him  to  any  paftime? 

Rof.  Madam,  it  fo  fell  out  that  certain  players 
We  o’re-took  on  the  way  : of  thefe  we  told  him, 

And  there  did  feem  in  him  a kind  of  joy 
To  hear  of  it  * they  are  here  about  the  Court, 

And  as  I think  they  have  already  order 
This  night  to  play  before  him. 

Pol.  ’Tis  moft  trne, 

And  he  befeechtme  to  intreat  your  Majefties 
2o  hear  and  fee  the  matter. 

King.  With  all  my  heart. 

And  it  doth  much  content  me, 

To  hear  him  fo  inclin’d : 

Good  Gentlemen  give  him  a further  Edge, 

And  urge  him  to  thefe  delights, 

Rof.  VVe  fhall,  my  Lord.  [Exem  Rof.  and  Guild. 

King . Sweet  Genrard  leave  us  two, 

For  we  have  clofely  fent  for  Hamlet  hither, 

That  he  as  Ywere  by  accident  may  meet 
Ophelia  here*  her  father  and  my  felf 
Will  fo  beftow  our  lelves*  that  feeing  and  unfeen 
We  may  of  their  encounter  judge, 
c And  gather  by  him  as  he  is  behav’d. 

If  it  be  the  Affli£lion  of  his  Love  or  no 
‘That  thus  he fufFers for. 

Queen.  1 fhall  obey  you : 

And  for  my  part,  Ophelia , I dowifh  * 

2n at  your  good  beauties  be  the  happy  caufe 
Of  Hamlet* s wildnefs,  fo  fhall  I hope  your  Vertues 
Will  bring  him  to  his  wonted  way  again, 

To  both  your  Honours 
Ophel  Madam,  I wifh  it  may. 

Pol.  Ophelia , walk  you  here  whilft  we 
( iffo  your  Majefty  fhall  pleafe)  retire  conceal'd  * ° read  on  this  Book, 
c That  fhew  of  fuch  an  exercife  may  colour 
c Your  lonelinefs : we  are  oft  to  blame  in  this 
‘Tis  too  much  prov’d,  that  with  devotions  vifage, 

* And  pious  A&ion,  we  do  fugar  oYe 
6 The  Devil  himfelf. 
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c 'King.  O’tis  too  true? 

v How  fmart  a lalfi  that  Speech  doth  give  my  Confciencc ! 

4 The  harlots  check  beautied  with  plaltring  Art, 

*'is  not  mote  ugly  to  the  thing  that  helps  it, 

‘ Than  is  my  deed  to  my  moft  painted  word.: 

€ O heavy  burden ! [Enter  Hamlet. 

Pol . 1 hear  him  coming,  withdraw,  my  Lord.  * 

Ham. To  be  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  queftion, 

Whether  ’tis  Nobler  in  the  mind  to  fuffer 
The  flings  aud  arrows  of  outragious  fortune. 

Or  to  take  arms  againlt  a Sea  of  troubles, 

And  by  oppofing  end  them : to  die  to  fleep 
No  more : and  by  a fleep  to  fay  we  end 
The  heart-ake,  and  the  thoufand  natural  fhockt 
That  flelh  is  heir  to  * 5tis  a cofummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wifht,  to  die.to  fleep. 

To  fleep  perchance  to  dream,  I -there's  the  rub. 

For  in  that  fleep  of  Death  what  dreams  may  come. 

When  we  have  fhuSled  off  this  mortal  coil 
Muft  give  us  paufe,  there's  the  refpeft 
That  makes  calamity  of  fo*  long  life: 

For  who  would  bear  the  whips  and  fcorris  of  time* 

To3  oppreffors  wrong,  and  proud  man’s  contumely  , 

The  pangs  of  defpifed  love,  and  the  laws  dalay. 

The  infolence  of  office,  and  the  fppjns 
That  patient  merit  of  th’  unworthy  takes, 

When  as  hirafelr  might  his  Quietus  make 
With  a bare  bodkin?  who  would  fardels  bare^ 

To  groan  and  >fweat  under  a weary  life? 

But  that  the  dread  of  fomething  after  Death, 

The  undifeover  d Country,  from  whofebom 
No  traveller  returns,  puzzles  the  wilf 
And  makes  us  rather  bear  thofe  ills  we  have^ 

Than  fiie  to  others  that  we  know  not  of* 

Thus  Conference  does  make  coffards,  *-* 

^And  thus  the  healthful  face  of  refolution 
*Shews  lick  and  pale  with  thought  : 

And  enter priffs  of  great  pith  and  moment, 

With  this  regard  their  currents  turn  away, 

And  lofe  the  name  of  Aflion.  Soft  you  nowv  - 
Th & fare  Ofbdl^  Nymph,  in  thy  Orizons 
Be  all  my  fins  remembred  ? 

OpbeL  Good  my  Lord, 

How  does  your  honour  for  this  many  a day? 

Heim.  I humbly  thank  you*  well* 

OpbeL  My  Lord  I have  remembrances  cf  youfSy 
ThatJ  have  longed  tore- deliver*  . 
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* pray  you  now  receive  them. 

Ham.  No*  not  l,  1 never  gave  you  ought. 

Ophel.  My  honoured  Lord  you  know  right  well  you  did* 

And  with  them  words  of  fo  fweet  breath  compofed, 

As  made  thefe  things-more  rich : their  perfume  loft* 

Take  rhefe  again,  for  to  the  noble  mind 
Rich  gifts  wax  poor,  when  givers  prove  unkind* 

There,  my  Loid, 

Ham.  Ha,  ha,  are  you  honeft } 

Ophel.  My  Lord. 

Ham.  Are  you  fair  > 

Ophel.  What  means  your  Lordfhip? 

Ham.  That  if  y ou  be  honeft  and  fair,  you  ftiouid  admit  no  difeourfs  to 
your  beauty. 

Ophel.  Could  beauty,  my  Lord,  have  better  commerce 
Than  wi.h  honefty. 

Ham.  I truly,  for  the  power  of  beauty  will  fooner  transform  honefty 
from  what  it  is  to  a hawd,  than  the  force  of  honefty  can  tranilate  beauty 
to  his  likenefs : this  was  lorn  e ti  me  a Paradox,  but  now  tha  time  gives  It 
proof.  1 did  love  you  once. 

Ophel.  Indeed,  my  Lord,  you  made  me  believe  fo. 

Ham.  You  (hould  not  have  believed  me,  for  vertue  cannot  fo  evacuate 
our  old  ftcck  but  we  fhali  rellifh  of  it : 1 loved  you  not* 

Ophel.  I was  the  more  deceived, 

Ham.  Get  thee  to  a Nunnery,  why  wouidft  thou  be  a breeder  of 'fin- 
iter*  ? 1 am  my  felf  indifferent  honeft,  but  yet  1 could  accufe  me  of  fuch 
things,  that  it  were  better  my  mother  had  not  born  me:  1 am  very 
proud,  revengeful,  ambitious,  with  more  offences  at  my  back  than  I ftave 
thoughts  to  put  them  in,  imaginations  to  give  them  fhape,  or  time  toaff 7 
them  in  : What  fhould  fuch  Fellows  as  f do  crawling  between  £arth  and 
Heaven  ? we  are  Arrent  knaves,  believe  none  of  us, go  thy  ways  to  a Nun- 
nery > where’s  your  Father  > 

Ophel.  At  home*  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Let  the  doors  be  ftrut  upon  him* 

That  he  may  the  Fool  no  where  but  itPs  kis  own  hottfe*: 

Farewell, 

Ophel.  O help  him  you  fweet  Heavens. 

Ham.  Ifthoudo’ft  Marry,  Pll  give  thee  this Plagne  for  thy  dowry?  bt  - 
thou  as  Chafte  as  Ice,  aspuer  as  Snofh,  thou  [halt  not  fcape  calumny,  get 
thee  to  a Nunnery,  farewell.  Or  if  thou  wilt  needs  Marry,  Marry  a fcaf, 
for  wife^men  know  well  enough  what  monftets  you  make  of  them ; to  a • 
Nunnery  go,  and  quickly  too,  faiewel, 

Ophel.  Hevenly  Powers  reitore  him. 

Ham^  1 have  heard  of  your  paintings  well  enough:  Nature  hath 
given  you  one  face  „ and  you  make  your  Pelves  another , you  Jig  and 
Arnble,  and  you  Hip, , you  nick-name  Heavens  Creatures , and  make 
youx  wintonntfs  your  ignorance  f go ,to*  111  no.  more  qr\  ir  hath 

macte  - 
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made  nae  mSd  ; I fay  we  will  have  no  more  Marr'ages, 
Marr  ed  already,  all  but  one  Shall  live,  the  relt  fhall  keep 
a Nunnery  go. 

Ophel.  O what  a Noble  mind  is  there  o’rerhrown ! 
The  Courtiers,  Souldiers,  Scholars,  Eye,  Tongue,  Sword, 
Toe  expectation  and  Rofe  of  the  fare  ftate, 

Theglafs  of  falhion,  and  the  mould  of  form, 

Th'  obfetv'd  of  all  obfevers,  quite,  quite  down, 

And  I of  Ladies  moft  dejeCt  and  wretched. 

‘ That  fuckt  the  honey  ot  his  Mufick  vows*, 

Now  fee  that  Noble  and  mofl  Soveregin  reafon 
Like  fweet  bells  jangled  out  of  tune  and  harfh, 

That  unmatcht  Form  and  Stature  of  blown  Youth 
Bi ailed  with  Extafie.  O woe  is  me 
T have  feen  what  1 have  feen,  fee  what  1 fee ! 

Enter  King  and.  Polonius. 

King.  Love!  his  Affeflions  do  not  that  way  tend, 

For  what  heipake,  though  it  lack  form  a little, 

Was  not  like  madnefs,  theres  fomething  in  his  Soul 
OTe  which  hismelancholly  firs  on  brood. 

And  I doubt  the  hatch  and  the  difclofe. 

Will  be  fome  danger,  which  to  prevent 

I have  a quick  determination 

Thus  fetdown : he  fhall  with  fpeed  to  England , 

For  the  demand  of  our  neglefted  Tribute: 

Haply  the  Seas  and  Countries  different, 

With  variable  objefts  fhall  expel 
This  fomething  fet led  matter  in  his  heart, 

Whereon  his  brains  ft  ll  beating, 

Puts  him  thus  from  Fa/hlon  of  himfelf. 

What  think  you  on't  > 

?ol.  It  (hail  do  well : 

But  yet  ldo  believe  the  Origen’and  Commencement  of  it, 
Sprung  from  negleSed  love : how  now  Ophelia  > 

You  need  not  tell  us  what  Lord  Hamlet  laid. 

We  heard  it  all:  my  Lord,  do  as  you  pleafe, 

But  if  you  hold  it  fit,  after  the  Play 
Let  his  Queen-mother  alone  in treat  him. 

To  (hew  his  grief-,  let  her  be  round  with  him, 5J 
And  ill  be  plac'd  (To  pleafe  you)  in  the  Ear 
Of  all  their  Conference : if  die  find  him  not, 

T o England  fend  him  or  Confine  him  where 
Your  wifdom  heft  (hall  think. 

King.  It  fhall  he  fo, 

Madneis  in  great  ones  mud  not  un watch t go. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  three  of  the  E layers* 
[Ham.  Speak  the  Speach  I p*ay  you  as  I pronounc 


thofe  that  arc  . 
as  they  are : to 

Exit. 


Exit. 


[Exeunt. 

d it  to  you , 
‘ fmoothly 
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1 fmoothly  from  the  tongue  * but  if  you  mouth  it,  as  man/  of  oM  Play- 
‘etsdo,  l had. as  1 ve  the  Town-crier  fpokemv  lines  : nor  do  not  law 
‘ the  A r to  much  with  your  hand,  thu?,  but  ufe  all  gently  $ for  in  the 
‘very  torrent- tet» pelt,  and,  as  I may  fay,  whirl-wind  of  your  pjffion 
‘ you  mutt  acquire  and  beget  a Temprance  that  may  give  ic  fmootbnefs; 
4 O ic  offends  me  to  the  Soul,  to  hear  a robuftious  Periwlg-pated  fel. 
Mow,  tear  a padion  to  very  yg-,  to  Tpu t th*-  Ears  of  the  ground-lings 
4 who  for  the  molt  put  are  cap  this  of  not!  i jg  bat  inexplicable  dumb 
‘ ibewsan  noife  : 1 would  have  lucha  fellow  whipt  for  o’re* doing  Ter- 
magant, it  on x-Kerods  ticroii,  pray  you  avoid  it. 

4 ?lay.  I warrant  your  Honour. 

4 Ham%  Be  not  too  tame  neither,  but  let  your  own  di&retion  be  your 
4 Tutor  * fute  the  />  6tian  to  the  Word,  the  Word  totheAflion,  with 
4 this  ipecial  pbler\ ar.ee,  that  you  o’lt-ftep  not  the  modelty  of  Nature 
‘for any  thing  fo  o re-done,  is  from  the  purpofe  of  Playing,  whofeend 
‘both  at  firft,  and  now,  wasand  is,  to  hold  as  ’twere  the  mirror  up  to 
1 N ture,  to  i hew  Virtue  her  Feature,  fcorn  her  own  image,  and  the 
4 very  Age  and  Body  of  the  time,  his.  form  and  prtff.ire  : now  tkiS/Over- 
idone,  or  come  tardy  of,  though  it  makes  the  Unskilful  laugh,  can- 
‘ not  but  make  the  Judicious  grieve*  the  Cenfure  of  which  one 

* mult  in  your  Allowance  o’re-weigh  a whole  Theatre  of  others.  O 
‘there  be  Players  that  I have  fern  Play,  and  heard  others  praife  , 
•and  that  highly,  not  to  fpeak  it  Profanely , that  neither  having 
‘ the  accent  of  Chriftians , nor  the  gate  of  Chriftian,  Pagan  , nor 
‘Men,  have  fo  ttrutted  and  bellowed,  that  1 have  thought  feme  of 
€ Natures  Journeymen  had  made  men,  and  not  made  them. well,  they 

* imitated  Humanity!!)  abominably. 

‘ Ptay.  I hope  we  have  reformed  that  indifferently  with  us. 

1 Ham  O reform  it  altogether,  and  let  thole  that  play  your  Clowns 
‘ fpeak  no  more  than  is  fet  down  for  them,  for  there  be  of  them  that 
‘will  themfelves  laugh,  to  fet  on  fome  quantity  of  barren  fpe&ators  to 
4 laugh  too,  though  in  the  mean  time  fome  Neceffary  queftion  of  the  Play 

* be  then  to  be  confidered  : that’s  villanous,  and  fhews  a mod  pitiful  am- 
bition in  the  Fool  that  ufes  it : go,  make  you  ready.  4 How  no  w,  my 
Lord  ? will  the  King  hear  this  piece  of  work  ? 

Enter  Polonius,  Guildenftern  and  Rofencraus. 

Pol.  And  the  Qjieen  too,  and  rhat  presently. 

Ham . B d the  Players  make  haft.  Will  you  two  help  to  haften  them, 
Rof  I my  Loid.  [ Exeunt  tbofetwo. 

Ham.  What  ho,  Horatio ? [_Enter  Horatio, 

Bora . Here,  my  Lordc  at  your  Service. 

Ham*.  Horatio , thou  art  e’en  as  juft  a man 
Ase’remy  Convtrfation  met  withal 
Hora.  Omy  dear  Lord. ? 

Ham.  Nay  do  rtotthink  I flatter,  4 

Fo?  what  advancement  may  l hope  from  thee 
That  haft  no  Revenue  but  thy  good  Spirits 

To 
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1 To  feed  and  cloath  thee  ? why  fhould  tbe  poor  be  flattered 
‘ No,  let  the  candied  Tongue  lick  abfurd  pomp, 

1 And  crook  the  pregnant  hinges  of  the  Knee 
•Where  thrift  may  follow  fawning,  do’ft  thou  hear? 

Since  my  dear  Soul  was  Miftrifs  ofherchoice, 

And  could  of  men  diftinguifh  her  Election, 

Sh’ath  feal’d  thee  for  her  felf : for  thou  haft  been 
As  one  in  fuftering  all  that  fufters  norhing  • 

‘ A mm  that  fortune’s  buffers  and  rewards 
e H aft  ta’n  with  equal  thanks : and  bleft  are  thofe 

• Whofe  Blood  and  Judgment  are  fo  well  commended 
‘That  they  are  not  a Pipe  for  fortune's  finger, 

• To  found  what  (top  (lie  pleafe:  give  me  that  man 
T bat  is  not  paffions  Have,  and  I will  wear  him 

In  my  heart's  core,  J,  in  my  heart  of  hearts 
As  I do  thee.  Eomthingcoo  much  of  this; 

There  is  a p’ay  to  night  before  the  King, 

One  Scene  of  it  comes  near  the  Circumftance 
Which  I have  told  thee  of  my  father’s  death  i * 

I prethee  when  thou  feett  that  A£l  on  foot 
Even  with  the  very  Comment  of  thy  Soul 
Obferve  my  Uncle:  if  then  his  hidden  guilt 
Do  not  it  felf  difeovei.  in  one  Speech, 
t is  a damned  Ghoft  that  we  have  feen. 

And  my  imaginations  are  as  foul 
T AsT rulcan\  ftithy : cc  give  him  heedful  note, 

For  1 mine  Eyes  will  rivet  to  his  face, 

And  after  we  will  both  our  Judgments  joyn 
In  cenfure  of  his  Teeming. 

Her.  Well,  my  Lord, 

Ifhefteal  ought  the  whilft  this  Play  is  playing 
And,  fcope  dete&ion,  I will  pay  the  theft. 

Enter  Trumpets  and  Kettle-Drums , King,  §lueen,  Polonius,  Ophelia, 
Ham.  They  are  coming  to  the  Play,  1 muftbe  idle. 

Get  you  a place. 

King . How  tares  our  Coufin  Hamlet ; 

Ham . Excellent  i’faith. 

Of  the  Cameleonsdifh  1 Eatethe  Air, 

Promife-cram’d,  you  cannot  feed  Capons  fo. 

King.  I have  nothing  with  this  anfwer  Hamlet , 

Thefe  words  are  not  mine. 

Ham.  No  nor  mine  now,  my  Lord. 

You  play'd  once  in  the  Univerfity,  you  fay. 

Pol.  That  did/,  my  lord,  and  was  accounted  a good  A£lor* 

Ham  What  dd  you  Ena£t  ? 

Pol.  Jdid£nafl  Julius  Cefar.  /was  kill'd  i5th?  Capitol, 

Brutus  kill’d  me. 


Ham . 
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Haw.  It  was  a bruit  part  of  him  to  kill  fo  Capital  a Calf  there. 

Be  the  P/ayers  ready  ? 

Rof.  I,  my  Lord,  they  wait  upon  your  patience, 

Gert.  Come  hither  my  dear  Hamlet,  lit  by  me. 

Ham . No,  good  Mother,  here’s  metal  more  Attractive. 

Pol.  O ho,  do  you  mark  that  > 

Haw . Lady,  (hall  1 lie  in  your  bp? 

Ofhtl.  No,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Do  you  think  i mean  Country  matters  ? 

‘Ophel.  1 think  nothing,  my  Lord. 

< Ham.  That’s  a fair  thought  to  lie  between  Maids  legs. 

‘ Ophel.  What  is,  my  Lord  ■ 

‘Haw.  Nothing 

Ophel.  You  are  merry,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Who  I * 

Ophel.  1,  my  Lord. 

Ham , Your  only  Jig  maker,  what  fliould  a mah  do  but  be  meery : for 
look  you  how  chearfully  my  Mother  looks,  and  my  father  died  within’s 
two  hours. 

Ophel.  Nay,  ’tis  twice  two  months,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  So  long  ! day  then  let  the  Devil  wear  black,  for  1 11  have  a fuit 
of  fables : O Heavens  die  two  months  ago,  and  not  forgotten  yet  then 
there’s  hope  a great  Man’s  Memory  may  out-live  his  Life  half  a year.*  but 
he  mull  build  Churches  then,  ‘■‘'or  elfe  {hall  he  fufter  not  thinking  on, 
* with  the  Hobby- horfe,  whofe  Epitaph  is,  forO,  for  O,  the  Hobby -horfe 
is  forget. 

The  Trumpet  founds.  Dumb  few  follows. 

Enter  a King  a Queen , the  Queen  Embracing  him , and  he  her , he  takes 
her  up,  and  declines  his  head  upon  her  neck , he  lies  him  down  upon  a bajnh^of 
j owers,  Jhe  feeing  him  afeep  leaves  him  : Anon  comes  another  man , takes 
of  his  Crown,  Io  ffes  it,  pours  poifen  in  the  fleeper's  Ea  s,  and  leaves  him  $ 
the  Queen  returns,  find;  the  /.  ing  dead,  wa  es  paffionnte  Action  3 the  Poifo- 
ner  with  foms  three  or  four  come  in  again,  feems  to  condole  with  her , the 
'dead  body  is  carried  away,  the  Poifoner  wooes  the  fueen  with  gifts,  foe  feems 
harflj  a while,  but  in  the  end  accepts  Love. 

Ophel.  What  meanes  this,  my  Lord  ? 

Ham.  It  is  munching  ■ allico,  it  means  mifehief. 

Ophel.  Belick  this  fhew  imports  the  At  gument  of  the  Play. 

4 Ham.  We  (hall  k now  by  this  fellow.  [Enter  Prolo  ue^ 

The  Players  cannot  keep,  they'd  Hiew  all  ftraight 
Ophel.  Will  he  {hew  us  what  rhisfhew  meant 

Ham.  I,  or  any  (hew  that  you  will  fiu  w him,  be  not  you  alHam’d  to 
Ihevv,  he’l  not  fhameto  tell  you  what  it  meanes. 

Oph.L  You  are  naught,  you  are  naught,  iTl  mark  the  Play. 

Prologue.  For  us  and  for  our  Tragedy  * 

Here  Trooping  to  your  clemency, 
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Hum.  Is  Prologue,  or  the  Poefieof  a Riug  ? 
Ophet.  ’TU  brief’  my  Lore. 

Ham . As  womens  Lovd. 

Enter  King  ani.Queen. 

King.  Full  thirty  times  hath  Yhtebus  Cart  gone  round 

* Neptune's  felt  waft,  and  Telhn  orp’d  the  Ground, 

* And  thirty  dozen  Moons  with  borrowed  ffieen 

1 About  the  world  have  twelve  times  rhirry  been, 


Since  love  our  Hearts  and  Hymen  did  our  hands 
Unite,  infolding  them  in  Sacred  banbs. 

Queen.  .So  many Journies  may  the  Sun  and  MocO  - 
Make  us  again  count  o’re  e re  love.be  doge : 

But  woe  isms,  you  a re  fo  lick  of  late. 

So  far  different  nom.your  former  State, 

That  l diffruit  you  * yet  though  I diltruft 
Difccmfcn  you,  my  Lord,  it  nothing  muff. 

For  women  fear  too  much,,  even  as  they  Love, 

* And  womens  fear  and  love  hold  puantity, 
f Either  none,  in  neither  ought,  crin  Extremity* 
Now  what  my  love  has  been*. proof  makes  yon  know5 
And  as  my  love  is  great*  my  fear  is  fo : 

Where  love  is  great,  the  fmalleft  doubts  are  fear  \ 
Where  little  fears  grow  great,  great  love  grows  there/ 
King.  I mutt  leave  thee,  Love,  and  fhortly  too, 
My  working  powers  their  funfttcms  leave  to  dc- 
And  thou  (halt  live  in  this  fair  world  behind, 
Honour’d,  belov’d,  and  haply  one  as  kind 


For  Husband  (halt  thou. — r 


Queen.  O confound  the  reft  ! 

Such  Love  muff  needs  be  Treafon  in  my  breaff, 

In  fecand  Husband  let  me  beeccurih. 

None  wed  the  fecond  but  who  kill'd  thefirff  ; 

The  inftances  that  Secoud  marriage  move. 

Are  bafe  refpt  ft , of  thrift,  but  none  of  Love : 

4 A fecond  time  I kill  my  Husband  dead, 

4 When  fecond  Husband  kiffes  me  in  bed, 

Kingi  I do  believe  you  think  what  now  you  fpeak* 
But  what  we  do  determine  oft  we  preak,  , 

Purpofe  is  but  the  flave  to  memery^ 

Of  violent  Birrhand  poor  validity, 

Which  row  like  fruits  unripe  flicks  on  the  tree, 

But  fall  unfhaksQAvhen  they  mellow  be* 

Mofl  neceffxry  tis  that  we  forget 

To  pay  our  feives  what  to  our  felves  is  debt 

‘What  to  our  felves  in  paflion  we  propofe. 

The  pafnen  ending  doth  the  purpofe  lofe*? 

J The  violence  of  cuber  grifLot  joy 
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, Their  own  enaftures.with  thcmfelves  deftroy  ; 

4 Where  joy  moft  revels  grief  doth  molt  lament: 

4 Grief  joy,  joy  griefs  on  (lender  Accident 
This  world  is  not  for  Aye,  nor  is  it  itrange. 

That  even  our  Loves  fliould  with  our  Fortunes  change  i 
For  5tis  a queftion  left  us  yet  to  prove, 

Whether  love  lead  fortune,  or  eife  fortune  Love, 
c Thegteat  man  down,  you  mark  his  favourite  dies, 

* The  poor  Advanc'd  makes  friends  of  Enemies  .• 

? And  hitherto  doth  Lord  on  Fortune  tend, 

‘ For  who  not  needs  (hall  never  lack  a Friend, 

4 And  who  in  want  a hallow  freind  doth  try, 

* Dire&Jy  feafons  him  his  Enemy, 

‘ But  orderly  to  end  where  1 begun, 

. 4 Our  wills  and  fates  do  fo  contrary  run. 

4 That  our  devices  ftiil  are  overthrown  : 

4 Our  thoughts  are  ours,  there  ends  none  of  our  own.' 

Thin/£  ftiil  thou  wilt  no  fecond  Husband  wed, 

But  thy  thoughts  die  when  thy  ftrft  Lord  is  dead. 

Queen.  Nor  Earth  to  give  me  food,  nor  Heaven  light, 

Sport  and  repofe  lock  from  me  day  and  night, 
f To  defperation  turn  my  truft  and  hope, 

4 And  Anchors  cheer  in  prifon  be  my  fcope, 

4 Each  cppofite  that  blanks  the  face  of  joy, 

4 Meet  what  I would  have  well,  and  it  deftroy  j 
Both  here  and  hence  purfue  melaftingftrife,  [Ham,  Iffhs  (hould 
If  once  1 widow  be,  and  then  a wife,  [brea£  it  now5 

King.  "Tis  deeply  Sworn : Lveet  leave  me  here  a while. 

My  Spirits  grow  dull,  and  fain  i would  beguile 
The  tedious  day  with  deep. 

Que&n.  Sleep  rock  thy  brain. 

And  never  come  mifchance  betweenms  twain*  ^Exetfat, 

Ham.  Madam  how  like  you  this  Play  ? 

Queen.  The  Lady  doth  proteft  too  much  methinfo. 

Ham.  G but  (he’ll  /Step  her  word. 

King.  Havey  ou  heard  the  Argument  ? Is  there  no  offence  inT? 

Warn.  No,  no,  they  do  but  jeft,  poifan  injeft,  no  offence. 

King.  What  do  they  call  the  Play  ? 

Ham.  The  Moufe  trap-,  marry  how  ? tropically.  This  Play  is  the  image 
of  a murder  done  at  Vienna?  Gonzago  is  the  Du£es  name,  his  wife Baptijla? 
-^ou fhall  fee  anon,  ’use  Knavifh  piece  of  wor^e,  but  what  of  that? your 
Majefty  and  we  fhall  have  free  Sours,  it  touches  not  us  y let  the  galled  Jade 
winch,  our  withers  are  u&wrung.  This  is  one  Nephew  to  the 

King.  [Enter  Lucianus 

Ophcl.  You  are  as  good  as  a Chorus,  my  Lord* 

Ham.  I could  interpret  between  you  and  your  Love 
If  could  fee  the  puppits  dallying^ 
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OpheU  You  are  keen  my  Lo*d,  you  arekeen. 

ham.  It  would  colt  you  a gr  >a  i *g  to  take  of  mine  Edge. 

Cpbel  Still  worfe  and  worle. 

nan.  So  you  mittake  your  Husbands.  “ Begin  Murtherer,  ’leave  fhy. 
‘damnable  laces  and  begin,  come,  the  croaking  Raven  doth  bellow  for. 
[ xeven ge* 

Luc.  Thoughts  black r ha"ds  p , drugs  fit,  and  rim:  agreeing, 
Confiderate  feafon,  and  no  Creature  feeing. 

Thou  mixture  rank  ol  midnight  weee.s  coliefttd 
With  Hecats  bane,  thrice  blafted,  thrice  infected. 

Thy  natural  rmg  ck,  and  d re  property. 

On  wholfome  lifts  ufurps  immediately. 

Ham.  He  poifons  h m in  th’  Garden  for  his  Eftate,  his  name’s  Gortzage^ 
tfceftory  is  extent,  ar;d  written  in  very  choice  italian  : you  Hull  fee  Anon’ 
how  the  Murtherer  gets  the  Loye  of  Ganz  igo\  Wife. 

QpbcL  The  King  rifes. 

Queen.  How  fares.,  my  Lord  > 

Pol.  Give  o’rethe  P ay- 

King.  Give  me  form  light,  away 

Tol.  Lights,  lights,  lights.  [Exeunt  all  but  Hamlet  and  Hot* 

Ham.  Why  let  the  If  rucken  Dear  go  weep. 

The  Hart  ungalled  go  Play* 

For  fome  muff  watch  whilli  fome  mud  fleep, 

Thus  runs  the  World  away.  Would  not  this  Sir,  and  a forreft  of  fea- 
thers, if  the  reft  of  my  Fortune’s  rum  Turk  with  me,  with  provincial 
4 Rofes,  on  my  raz’d  fhooes>x  get  me  3 fellowship  in  a.City. of  players  . 

4 fWrf.Half  a (hare  J 
» Ham.  A whole  one,  I 

• Tor  thou  do’ft  know  O Bamo-q  dear  - 
« This  Realm  difmantled  was 

• Nf.Jove  himfelfpand  now  reigns  here 

• A very  very  Pec  ck. 

Bora.  You  might  have  rim’d. 

Ham.,  Ogood  Horaiioy  Pll.take  theGhofts  word  for  a thoufsn&pound 
Bidft  perceive  ? 

H ora.  Very  well,  my  Lord. 

Ham.  Upon  the  talk  iug  of  the  poifoning. 

Her  a I did  very  well  note  him. 

Ham.  Ah,  ah,  corns  fome  Mufck,  come  the  Recorders*. 
s For  if  the  King  likes  not  the  Comedy, 

4 Why  then  belike  he  Likes  it  not  perdi.e, 

4 Gome*  fome  M ufick. 

Enter  Jkofencmus  pad  Guidenft^rn. 

Guil.  Good*  my  Lord  vouchsafe  me  a word  with  you. 

Warn ...  Sir,  a whole  Hillory* 

Guil.  The  King,  S-r?. 

Ham.  I Sir,  what  of  him?  t 

Guil  Is  in  his  retirement  marvellous  dlftempsrecL  Hami 
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Ham.  Wi;h  drink.  Sir  ? 

G#/V.  No  my  Lord,  with  choler. 

Ham.  Your  wifdom  fhouidfhew  it  f-if  Richer  tc  fign*« fie  this  to  the 
Defier*,  for  me  to  pnt  him  to  his  purgation,  would  perhaps  plunge  him 
into  more  choler, 

Gull  Good  my  Lord4  pur  your  d fcourfe  into  fome  frame, 

And  Pcarr  not  fo  wildly  from  my  bufinels 
Ham,  i am  tame.  Sir,  pronounce; 

Gull.  The  Queen  your  Mother  in  mod  great  ffl.&'ou  gof  Spirit  ha  h 
Lent  me  to  you. 

Ham.  You  are  welcome* 

GuiK  Nay  good  my  Lord,  this  courtefie  is  not  of  rhe  right  breed,  if  it- 
fhill  pleafe  yon  to  make  me  a wholfome  anf wer,  I will  do  your  Mothers 
Commandment,  if  not,  your  pardon  and  my  return  (hail  be  the  end  of  rhe 
bulinefs. 

Ham  Sir,  Jfcarnrct^ 

Rof;  What  my  Lord  ? 

Ham*  Mrke  you  a wholfome  anfWer,  my  wit’s  difeas'd,  but  Sir,  fuefa 
anfwfcr  as  I can  make,  you  (hall  command,  or  rather  as  you  fay,  ray  Me® 
rher  j therefore  no  more,  but  to  the  mutter,  .my  Mother  you  fay. 

Rof  Then  thus  (lie  fays,  your  behaviour  hath  ttroofc  her  into  amaze- 
ment and  admiration. 

Ham  0 wonderful  Son  that  C3n  thus  aftonifh  a Mother ! but  is  there 
no  fcquel  ar  the  heels  of  this  Mothers  adnfration?  impart. 

Rof.  She  defiere  to  fpeak  with  you  in  her  Clofet  e’re  you  go  to  bed. 
ham.  We  (had  obey,  were  fhe  ten  times  our  Mother  5 have  you  any*- 
further  trade  with  us  ? 

Rof.  My  Lo  d,  yonorxedid  love  me. 

Ham.  And  doftill  by  thefe  packers  and  flealers, 

Rf  Go.  d,  my  Lord,  what  isthecuafe  of  your  diftemper  ? you  do 
fuerly  bar  the  door  upon  your  own  liberty,  if  you  deny  your  griefs  10 
your  freind. 

Ham.  Sir, I lack  advancement 

Rof.  How  can  that  be,  when  you  have  the  voice  of  the  King  himfelf  for 
youe  Succefficnir \Dcnmrrk* 

En:er  the  flayers  with  Recorders. 

Ham.  I Sir,  but  while  the  grafs  grows  •,  the  Proverb  is  fomething  mufly  ? 
oh  the  Recorders  let  me  feeone,  to  withdraw  with  you  why  do  you 
go  about  to  recover  the  wind  of  me,  as  if  you  would  drive  me  into  a 
toil  > 

GuU.  O my  Lord,  if  my  duty  be  too  bold,  my  love  is  too  unmanner- 

ty- 

H am,  I do  not  well  underliand  that,  will  yon  play  upon  this  pipe  l 
Guil.  My  Lord,  I cannot, 

Ham.  1 pray  you. 

6 uil*  Believe  me  I cannot* 

Ikm*  ^ 


4I  7 of 

Ram.  1 bdfeech  you. 

G#/7.  I know  no  touch  of  it,  my  Lord, 

if*'*.  It  is  aseafie  as  lying  ,•  govern  thefe  ventages  with  your  fingers 
and  the  thumb,  give  i|  breath  with  your  mouth,  and  it  will  difcourfe  molt 
Eloquent  mufick  : look  you,  thefe  are  the  flops. 

Guil.  But  thefe  annot  I Command  to  any  utterance  of  Harmony,  I 
have  not  the  Skill. 

H am.  Why  look  you  now  how  unworthy  a thing  you  make  of  me,  yoa 
would  play  upon  me, you  would  feem  to  know  my  ftops,you  would  pluck 
out  the  heart  of  my  myflery,  you  would  found  me  from  my  loweft  note 
to  my  compafSj  and  there  is  much  Mufickrexcelent  voice  in  this  little 
organ,  yet  cannot  you  make  it  fpeak,  do  you  think  1 am  eafier  to  be  plaid 
on  than  a pipe  > Call  me  what  inflrumeut  you  will,  thnogh  you  can  fret 
me,  you  cannot  play  upon  me 

Enter . Polonium 

Pol.  Mv  Cord,  the  Queen  would  fpeak  with  you,  and  prefently.1 

H am.  Do  you  fee  yonder  cloud  that's  aloaoft  in  fhape  of  a Camel  ? 
f Pol.  ’Fis  like  a Camel,  indeed. 

H am.  Methinksit  isiikea  Wezel. 

Pol,  1;  is  black  like  a Wezel. 

Ram.  Or  like  a Whale. 

* To!.  Very  like  a Whale. 

Ham . Then  i will  come  to  my  mother  by  and  by  * 

They  fool  me  to  the  top  of  my  bent,  “ I will  come  by  and  by  * 

4 Leave  me,  friends. 

4 1 will  fay  fo.  By  and  by  is  eafily  laid* 

’Tis  nowthevery  witching  dmeof  night, 

When  Church-yards  yawn,  and  Hell  it. felt  breaths  out 
Contagion  to  the  World:  now  could  I drink  hot  Blood* 

And  do  fuch  bufmefs  as  day  it  fef 

Would  quake  to  look  on : foft,  now  to  my  mother* 

U heart  lofe  not  thy  Nature ! let  not  ever 

The  Soul  of  Nero  this  firm  Bofom  / Enterl 

Let  me  be  cruel,  not  unnatural. 
i will  fpeak  daggers  to  her,  bur ufe  none, . 

' My  Tongue  and  Soul  in  this  be  Hypocrites. 

‘ How  in  my  words  foever  (he  be  flint. 

* To  give  them  Seals  never  my  Soul  confenrl 

Enter  King,  Rofencraas,  and  Guildenflern, 

King.  1 like  him  nor,  nor  (lands  it  fafe  with  us 
To  let  his  madtiefs  range  5 therefore  prepare  you, 

J vour  commiffion  will  forthwith  difpatch, 

And  he  to  England  (hall  along  with  you. 

The  terms  of  our  Eflarate  may  not  endure 
Hazzards  fo  neax  usasdoth  hourly  grow 
* Out  of  his  brows, 

GuiL  We  will  oar  tetves  provide  *, 
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M oft' Holy  aud  Religious  fear  it  is 
To  keepthofe  many  Bodies  fafe, 

That  live  and  feed  upon  your  Majefty. 

4 l\of.  The  fingie  and  peculiar  life  is  bound 
4 With  all  the  Strength  and  Armour  of  the  mind 
4 To  £eep  itfelf  from  Noyance,  but  much  mote- 
4 That  Spirit  upon  whole  weal  depends  and  relis 
4 1 he  lives  of  many  : the  cels  of  Ma  jelly 

* Dies  not  alone,  but  li/ee  a gulf  doth  draw 

* WhatVneart  with  it : or  it  is  a maflie  wheel, 

4 Fix't  on  the  fomnet  of  the  highelt  mount, 

4 To  whofe  huge  Spores  ten  thoufand  leiler  things 
4 Are  mortis  d and  ad joyn’d,  which  when  t falls, 

^Eaeh  Imall  annexment,  petty  Confequerxe 
4 Attends  the  boillrous  rai  , never  alone 
4 Did  the  King  figh,  but  a general  groan; 

King.  Arm  you  I pray  you  to  this  fpeedy  Voyage, 

For  we  will  Fetters  put  about  this  fear 

Which  now  goes  too  free  footed.  . 

Rr/j  VVe  will  ma^e  half.  [Exeunt  Gent* 

Enter  Polloniu?,' 

P oh  Sir,  he’s  going  to  his  mothers  Ciofet, 

Behind  the  Arras  I’ll  convey  my  felf 

To  hear  the  Procefs.,  Til  warrant  lbe7il  tax  him  home *, 

And  as  you  faid,  and  wifely  was  it  faidr 

5Tis  meet  that  fomemore  Audience  than  a Mother, 

Since  nature  ma^es  them  partial,  (hould  o’re-hear* 

Their  fpeech ",  fare  you  well  my  Liege, 

ITL  call  upon  you  e’re  you  go  to  bed,  . 

And  tell  yop  what  I hear. 

King,  Thanks  my  dear  Lord, 

0 my  offence  is  ranc£,  it  fm.ells  to  Heaven, 

It  hath  the  eldeft  curie  upon’t  5 

A brothers Murther : pray /cannot, 

Though  inclination  be  as  Hi  arpaswill, 

My  ftronger  guilt  defeat  my  ftrong  intent  ^ 

And  Me  a man  to  double  bufmeslbound, 

1 ftand  in  pawfe  where  I (hall  firft  begin, 

And  both  negleft : what  if  this  curfed  hand 
Were  thicker  than  it  felf  with  brother’s  blood 
Is  there  not  rain  enough  in  the  feet  Heavens 

To  wafh  it  white  as  Snow  > whereto  ferves  mercy » 

But  to  confront  the  Vifage  of  offence  ? 

And  what’s  in  Prayer  but  this  twofold  foree, 

To  be  foreftalled  eTe  we  come  to  fall, 

Or  pardon’d  baingdown?  then  Y\l  look  up: 

My  fault  is  pall  ? but  oh ! what  ftrm  of  Prayed 
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0*n  ftrvcmy  turn  forgive  me  my  foul  Murthcr  > 

TTwt  nannot  be,  fince  am  dill  polled 
Ofthofc  ecefls  for  which  i did  the  Murther, 

My  Grown,  mine  own  Ambition,  and  my  Queen.- 
May  one  be  pardoned  and  retain  th*  offence  t 
‘ In  the  corrupted  currents  of  this  World 
6 -fferres  guided  hand  may  fhew  by  jndiee, 

And  oft  ’tis  feen  the  wicked  prize  it  (elf 
B wsoutthc  Law  *,  but  *tis  not  fo  above, 

There  is  no  fhuffling,  there  the  A&ion  lies 
In  his  true  Nature,  and  we  our  felves  cempeH’d 
Fven  to  the  teeth  and  forehoad  of  our  faults 
To  give  in  evidence  .*  what  then  what  reds  ? 

Try  what  Repentance  can  ywhat  can  it  not  i 
Yet  what  can  it  when  one  cannot  repent  > 

0 wretched  (Teats  O bofom  black  as  death! 

G limed  Soul  tint  druggli.ng  to  be  free 

Art  more  engaged  ’ help  Angels,  make  a flay, 

Bow  ftubborn  knees,  and  Heart  with  firings  of  fleel 
Be  foft  as  fi  news  of  the  new  born-babe, 

All  may  be  well. 

Enter  Hamlet. 

Ham.  Where  is  this  Murderer,  he  kneels  and  Prays, 
And  now  ’ll  do’t,  and  fo  he  gees  to -Heaven, 

And  fo  am  [reveng'd  that  would  be  fcann'd  5 
He  kill'd  my  Father,  and  for  that 

1 his  foie  Son  fend  him 
To  Heaven 

Why  this  is  a reward, — —not  revonge 

.-'e  took  my  father  grofly,  full  of  bread. 

Withal1  his  Crimes  broad  blown  as  flufh  as  May, 

And  how  his  Audit  hands  who  knows  fave  Heaven? 

But  in  our  Circuoiftaficts  and  courfe  of  thought, 

"Tis  heavy  with  him  and  am  then  reveng'd 
To  take  him  in  the  purging  of  his  Soul, 

When  he  is  fit  and  feafoned  for  his  paflage* 

No, 

Up  Sword,  and  know  thou  a more  horrid  time, 

’ hen  he  is  Drunk,  Aileep,  or  in  his  Rage, 

Or  in  the  inceftuous  Jeafures  of  his  Bed, 

At  Game,  a Swearing,  or  about  Tome  Ad 
Thar  hath  no  Relifh  of  Salvation  imt, 
c Then  trip  him  that  his  heels  may  kick  at  Heaven, 

And  that  his  Soul  m:^y  be  damn'd  and  black 
* As  Hell  whereto  it  goes ; my'Mother  (lays, 

1 his  Phyfick  but  prolongs  thy  fickly  days/ 

A?  g'  My  words  9ie  up,  my  thoughts  remain  below. 
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Words  without  thoughts  never  to  Heaven  go.  [Exit, 

Enter  Queen  an 1 Poloniur. 

Pel.  He  will  come  ftraight,  look  you  lay. home  to  him 
Tell  him  his  pranks  have  been  to  broad  to  bear  with. 

And  that  your  grace  hath  ttood  between 
Much  heat  and  him.  I II  here  conceal  my  felf, 

Pray  you  be  round.  [ Enter  Hamlet 

Queen.  I’ll  warrant  you,  fear  me  not 
Withdraw,,  l hear  him  coming. 

bam.  Now  Mother,  what’s  the  matter? 

Queen.  Hamlet  thou  haft  thy  father  much  offended, 

H am.  Mother  you  have  my  father  much  offended. 

Queen.  Come,  come,  you  anfwer  with  an  idle  Tongue 
Ham.  Go,  go,  you  queftiou  with  a wicked  Tongue. 

Queen.  Why  how  now,  Hamlet  ? 

Ham.  What’s  the  matter  now  ? 

Queen.  Have  you  forgot  me  ? 

• Ham.  No  by  the  Rood  notfo, 
you  - 'the  Queen,  your  Husband’s  brother’s  Wife, 
n.  , aid  it  were  notfo,  you  are  my  Mother. 

Queen.  Nay  then  I’ll  fet  thofe  to  you  that  can  fpeah’ 

H am.  Come,  come  and  fit  down,  you  (hall  not  budge, 

Y<  u go  not  till  I fet  you  up  a glafs 
Wnere  you  may  fee  the  utmoft  part  of  yom 
Queen.  VVbat  wiitthou  do  ? thou  wilt  not  murder  me 
Help,  ho. 

Pel.  What  ho,  help.!  • 

Ham.  How  now  a Rat,  dead  for  a Ducket,  dead® 


Pol.  O I am  (lain. 

Queen.  Q me,  What  haft  thou  done  ? 

Ham.  Nay,  I know  not,  is  it  the  Ring? 

Queen.  0 what  a ralh  and  bloody  deed  is  this ! 

Ham.  A bloody  deed,  almoft  as  bad,  good  Mother, 

As  kill  a King,  and  marry  with- his  brother. 

Queen.  As  kill  a King. 

Ham.  I,  Lady,  it  was  my  word. 

Thou  wretched,  rafh,  intruding  tool,  tarewel, 

I took  thee  for  thy  better,  take  thy  fortune. 

Thou  findeft  to  be  too  bulie  is  fome  danger.  ■ 

Leave  wringing  of  your  hands,  peace  fit  you  down,  4 
And  let  me  wring  yonr  heart,  for  fo  I (hall 

If  it  be  made  of  penetrable  fluff, 

‘ if  damned  cuftotils  have  not  btaz  d it  10, 

‘That  it  be  proofahd  bulwark  againft  Senfe. 

Queen.  What  have  1 done,  that  thou  dai  ft  wig  thy 
Tongue  In  noife  fo  rude  againft  me  ? 

Ham>  Such  an  Aft 
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That  blurs  the  Grate  and  Blufh  of  Modefty, 

Ca  11s  vertue  hypocrite,  takes  off  the  Rofe 
From  ihe  fair  Forehead  of  an  innocent  Love, 

And  fets  a blitter  there.  makes  Marriage  vows 
As  falfe  as  Dicers  oaths : oh  fucha  deed 
As  from  the  Body  of  Contraftion  plucks 
The  very  Soul,  and  fweet  Religian  makes 
Arapfody  of  words,  * Heavens  face  does  glow, 

* Yea  this  folidity  and  compound  mafs, 

4 With  heated  vifage  as  againft  the  doom, 

Ms  thought-fick  at  the  A6t. 

Ah,  tne  that  Aft  / 

Queen.  Ay  me,  what  Aft  ! 

H am.  That  roars  foloud*  and  thunders  in  the  Index? 
Look  here  upon  this  Pifture,  and  on  this 
The  counterfeit  prefentment  of  two  brothers  \ 

See  what  a grace  was  feared  on  this  brow, 

'Hiper ions  curls,  rhe  front  of  J^himfelf, 

An  Eye  like  Mars  to  threaten  and  commands, 

* A ftation  Ike  the  Herald  Mercury 

* New  lighted  on  a heaven-kifitnghill, 

A combination  and  form  indeed 

Where  every  God  did  feemtofet  his  Seal. 

To  give  the  world  aflurance  of  a man. 

This  was  your  Husband  : look  you  now  what  follows, 
Here  is  youiHusband * like  a mildew’d  Ear, 

Blafling  his  wholfome  Brother : have  you  1 yes  ? 

Could  you  on  this  fair  Mountain  love  to  feed® 

And  batten  on  this  Moor  ? ha  ! have  you  Eyes  ? 

You  cannot  call  it  Love,  for  at  your  Age 
The  heyday  of  the  blood  is  tame,  itJs  humble. 

And  waits  upon- the  Judgtmnt  * and  what  Judgment 
iWouldftepfrom  this  to  this  ? Sence  furefyou  have,, 
Fife  could  you  not  have  motion*  but  fare  that  Senfe 
Is  apoplext,  for  madnefi  would  not  Err, 

Nor  Senfe  to  extafie  was  ne’re  fo  thraffd, 

But  itreferv’d  fome  quantity  of  choice 
To  ferve  in  fuch  a difference,  <c  what  Devil  was’c 
4 That  thus  hath  cozen'd  you  at  hodman-blind? 

4 Fyes  without  feeling,  feeling  without  Jrghr, 

* Ears  without  hands,  or  Eyes,  fmelling  fans  all, 
^Orbuta  fickly  part  of  one  true  Senfe 

* Could, not  fomope,  30h  (hatne!  where  is  thy  .blufli  ? 
Rebellious  Hell, 

IfthoiKcanftmntine  in  [a  Matrons  bones 
,To  flaming  youth,  let  vertue  be  as  wax 
Animdtin  her  own  fire-,  proclaim  no  fhams. 
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Whea  the  compulfive  ardure  gives  the  charge. 

Since  frofl  it  feif  as  A&ively  doth  hum,  6 
And  reafon  pardons  will. 

Queen.  O H am/et  fpeak  no  more, 

Thou  turn’H  my  very  Eyes  into  my  Soul, 
c And  there  I fee  fuch  black  and  grieved  fpots 
f As  will  leave  there  their  tin£L 
Ham . Nay  but  to  live 
In  the  rank  fweat  of  an  inceHuous  becL 
Stew’d  in  corruption,  Honeying  anamafcing  Love 
* Over  the  nafly  ftye. 

Queen.  O fpeak  to  me  no  more, 

Thefe  words  like  Daggers  enter  in  mine  Ears  * 

No  more,  fweet  Hamlet , 

Ham.  A murtherer  aud  a villain, 

A Have  that’s  not  the  twentieth  part  the  ty i* 

Of  your  precedent  Lord,  a vice  of  Kings* 

A cut*purfe  of  the  Empire  and  the  ruiet 
* That  from  a fhelf  rhe  precious  Diadem  Hole s 
And  put  it  Jin  his  pocket. 

Ham.  A King  of  flireds  and  patches? 

Save  me  and  hover  o’re  me  with  your  wings 
You  Heavenly  guards : what  would  your  gracious  fire  ? 
Queen*  Alas!  he’s  mad. 

Him.  Do  you  not  come  y our  tardy  Son  to  chide  ? 
That  lap’ll  in  time,  and  perfon  lets  go  by 
Th’  important  Afiing  of  your  dread  command?'  0 fay? 

Qhoji.  Do  not  forget:  thisvifitation. 

Is  but  to  whet  thy  almofi  blunted  purpofe. 

But  look,  amazement  on  thy  Mother  lies, 

O Sep  between  her  and  her  fighing  Soul ! 

Conceit  in  weakest  Bodies  ftrongeft  w^rkes. 

Speak  to  her  H amletl 

Ham . How  is  it  with  $ ou,  Lady  ? 

Queen.  Alas  ? how  is’t  with  you, 

JThat  you  do.bend  your  Eye  on Vacancy, 

And  with  the  incorporeal  Air  do  hold  difeourfe? 

Forth  at  your  Eyes  your  Spirits  wildly  Peep, 

And  as  the  fleeping  Souldiers  in  th’  Alarm, 

Your  hair 

Starts  up  and  Hands  an  end  : 0 gentle  Son ! 

Upon  the  heat  and  flame  of  thy  diftetr^er 
Sprinkle  cool  patience:  whereon  do  you  look? 

Ham . On  him,  on  him,  look  yen  how  pale  he  glereSj 
His  forme  and  caufe  conjoyn’d,  preaching  to  Hones 
Would  make  them  capable*  do  not  look  upon  me^ 

Left  with  this  piteous  Aftion  you  concert 

H % 
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My  ftern  effe&s  \ then  what  I have  to  do 
Will  want  true  colour,  tears  perchancefor  Blood. 
Queen.  To  whom  do  you  fpeak  this  > 

Ham.  Do  you  fee  nothing  there  > 

Queen.  Nothin  at  all,  yet  all  that  is  here  I fee. 

Ham.  Nor  did  yon  nothing  hear.?  „ 

Queen.  No,  nothing  but  our  felves. 

Ham.  Why  look  you  there,  look  how  it  fteals  away, 
My  Father  in  his  habit  as  he  liv’d. 

Look  where  he  goes,  even  now  out  at  the  portak 
«£  ueen  This  is  the  very  coinage  x>f  your  brain, 

This bodilefs  creation  extalie  is  very  cunning  in. 

Ham.  My  pulfe  as  yours  doth  temperately  keep  time. 
And  make  as  heal thfull  Muttck:  it  is  not  madnefs 
That  I have  uttered,  bring  me  to  the  ted. 

And  1 the  matter  will  re  word,  which  madnefs 
Cannot  do.  Mother,  for  ove  of  grace 
Lay  uot  that  flattering  nndlion  to  your  Soul, 

T hat  not  your  trefpafs  but  my  madnefs  fpeaks  $. 

It  will  but  skin  and  film  the  ulcerous  place. 

Whiles  rank  corruption  mining  all  within 
Infers  unfeen ; conlefs  your  felf  to  Heaven, 

Repent  what’s  pad,  avoid  what  is  to  come,, 

* And  do  not  fpreadthecompoft  on  the  weeds 

* To  make  them  ranker : forgive  me  this  my  vertue, 

* For  in  the  fatnefs  of  thefe  purfie  times 

* Vertue  it  felf  of  vice  muffe.pard.on  beg, 

4 Yea  curb  and  woe  for  leave  to  do  him  good. 

Queen.  O Hamlet  thou  heft.cleft  my  heart. 

Ham . Then  throw  sway  the  worker  part  of  it, 

And  leave  the  purer  with  the  other,  half. 

Good  night,  but  go  not  to  my  Uncle’s,  bed, 

AfTume  a vertne  if  you  have  it  not.  Once  more  good  night 

6 That  monfter  cuftom,  who  all  Senfe  doth  Hat, 

€ Of  habits  Devil,  is  Angel  yet  in  this, 

& That  to  the  ufe  qf  Anions  faif  and  good 

* He  likewife  gives  a frock  or  livery 

1 That  aptly  is  pul  on  .*  refrain  to  nighf, 
i And  that  fhall  lend  a kind  oi  eafinefs 
4 To  the  next  abftinence,  the  next  more  eafiej 

* For  ufe  almoft  can  change  tl>e  damp  of  nature, 

4 And  matter  the  Devil,  or  throw  .him  out 

g With  wonderous potency  .*  Once  more  good  night, 
And  when  you  are  detirous  to  be  blett 
I’ll  bleffing  beg  of  you  • for  this  fame  Lord 
I dcr  repent,  but  Heaven  hath  pleas  d it  fo, . 

To  punish  me  with  tbisp  and-this  with  me. 
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That  I muft  be  their  fcurge  and  minifter, 

J will  beftow  him,  and  will  anfwor  well 
The  death  1 gave  him  *,  fo  again  good  night, 

I muft  be  cruel  only’to  be  kind. 

Thus  bad  begins:,  and  worfe  remains  behind. 

One  word  more,  good  Lady 

Queen.  What  (hall  Id  o' 

Ham v Not  this  by  no  means  that  ’ bid  you  do, 

Let  not  the  King  tempt  you  to  bed  again, 

4 Pinch  wanton  on  your  cheek,  cell  you  his  Moufe, 

‘ And  let  him  not  for  a pair  of  reechy  kiffes, 

4 Or  padlingin  your  neck  with  his  damn’d  fingers, 

Make  you  to  ravel  all  this  matter  out, 

That  eflentially  am  not  In  madnefs. 

But  mad  in  craft  ^ “tweregood  you  let  him  Mnow* 

4 For  who  that’s  but  Queen,  fair,  fober,  wife, 

4 Would  from  a paddock  from  a Bat,  a Gib, 

‘Such  dearconcernings  hide  ? who  would  do  fo> 

4 No,  in  difpite  of  Senfe  and  Secrifie 
4 Unpeg  the  basket  on  the  houfes  top, 

4 Let  the  birds  flie,  and  like  the  famous  Ape, 

4 To  try  the  condufions  in  the  basket  creep, 

4 And  break  your  own  neck  down. 

Queen.  Be  thou  afsur’d  if  words  be  made  of  breath. 

And  breath  of  life,  I have  no  life  to  breathe 
Wha:  thou  haft  faid  to  me. 

Ham.  1 muft  to  England)  you  know  that. 

Queen.  Alack  I had  forgot, 

* is  fo  concluded. 

Ham.  There’s  Letters  feaPd,and  my  two  School  Fellows* 

4 Whom  I will  truft  as  ; would  Adders  fang’d  , 

4 ! hey  bear  the  mandate*,  they  muft  fweep  my>way, 

4 And  marlhal  me  to  knavery  *,  let  it  work, 

4 For  ’tis  the  fport  to  have  the  Engineer 
4 Hoift  with  his  own  petar,  and’t  fhall  go  hard 
4 But  I will  delve  one  yard  below  their  Mines, 

4 And  blow  them  at  the  Moon : O 5tis  nioft  fweefc 
4 When  in  one  line  two  crafts  dire&ly  meet. 

1 his  man  will  fet  me  packing, 

Til  lug  the  guts  into  the  neighbour  room.' 

Mother  good  night  indeed,  this  Counceller 
is  now  moft  (fill,  moft  Secret,  and  moft  grave, 

Who  was  in’s  life  a moft  foolifti  prating  knave. 

Come  Sir,  to  draw  toward  an  end  with  you 
Goodnight,  Mother. 
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ACT  IV.  SCENE  I, 


Enter  Kins  and  gluten  with  Rofencraus  and  Guildenftern. 

King.  lTpHere,s  matter  in  thefe  Sighs  thefe  profound  Heaver, 

1 You  muft  Tranflate,  vtis  fit  we  underftand  them : 

Where  is  your  Son? 

Queen.  Beftow  this  place  on  us  a little  while.  [ Exeunt  Rof,  andGuil 
Ah  mine  own  Lord,  what  have  1 feen  to  night  ? 

King.  What  Gertrard , how  doesH^to? 

Queen . Mad  as  the  Sea  and  Wind  when  both  contend 
Which  is  the  Mightier  in  his  Lawlefsfit 
Behind  the  Arras  hearing  fomthing  ftir, 

Whips  out  his  Rapier,  cries  a Rat,  a Rat, 

And  in  this  Brainifh  Apprehenfion  kills 
The  unfeen  Good  old  Man. 

King . O heavy  deed } 

It  had  been  fo  with  us  had  we  been  there, 

His  Liberty  is  full  of  threats  to  all, 

To  you  your  felf,  to  us,  to  every  one. 

Alas,  how  (hall  this  Bloody  Deed  be  anfwered? 

It  will  be  hid  to  us,  whofe  Providence 
Should  have  reftrain’d 

This  mad  Young-Man:  but  fomuch  was  our  Love 
We  would  not  underftand  what  was  molt  fit, 

But  like  the  owner  of  a foul  difeafe, 

To  keep  it  from  divulging,  let  it  feed 
Even  on  the  pith  of  life ; where  is  he  gone? 

Qgeeu,  To  draw  apart  the  Body  he  hath  kill’d 
O'er  whom  his  very  madnefs  like  fome  Ore 
Amoug  a mineral  of  metal  bafe, 

Shews  it  felf  pure,  he  weeps  for  what  is  done. 

King.  Gertrard  come  away, 

The  Sun  no  fooner  fhafl.  the  Mountains  touch 
But  we  will  (hip  him  hence,  and  this  vile  deed 

We  with  all  our  Majafty  and  skill,  Enter  Sof.  and  Guild. 

Both  countenance  and  excufe.  Ho,  Guildenftern * 

Friends  both,  go  joyn  with  you  fome  further  Aid* 

Hamlet  in  madnels  hath  P olonius  flain, 

And  from  his  Mother’s  Clofet  hath  he  drag’d  him. 

Go  feek  him  out,  (peak  fair  and  bring  the  Body 
Into  the  Chapil*  I pray  you  haft  in  this : 

Gome,  Gertrard , well  call  up  cur  wifeft  friends,  ^fld 
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And  let  them  know  both  what  we  mean  to  do, 

And  what's  untimely  done. 

Whofe  whifper  o’re  the  World's  Diameter, 

As  level  as  the  Cannon  to  his  blanck 

* Transports  his  poifoned  flio’t,  may  mifs  our  name, 

* And  hit  the  woundlcfs  Air:  O come  away, 

‘My  Soul  is  full  of  difcord  and  difuuy. 

Enter  Hamlet  Rolencraus,  and  others. 

Ham.  Safely  flow’d  : whatnoife  ? who  calls  Hamlet  > 

O here  they  come. 

Rof.  What  have  you  done,  my  Lord,  with  the  dead  body  ? 

Ham.  Compounded  with  dufl,  where  it  is  a kin. 

R of.  Tell  us  where  ’tis,  that  we  may  take  it  thence* 

And  bear  it  to  the  Chapel. 

Ham.  Do  not  believe  it 
Rof.  Believe  what  ? 

Ham.  That  I can  keep  your  Gouncel  and  not  mine  own  ; befides  ,to 
be  demanded  of  a fpunge,  what  replication  fhould  be  made  by  the  Son  of 
a King? 

Rof.  Take  you  me  for  a fpunge,  my  Lord  f 
Ham . I Sir,  that  fokes  up  the  King’s  Countenance,  his  rewards,  his  au^ 
thorities  .*  but  fuch  Officers  do  the  King  belt  fervice  in  the  end,  he  keeps 
them  like  an  apple  in  the  corner  ot  his  jaw,  firft  mouth’d  to  belaftfwai- 
lowed*  when  he  needs  what  you  have  gleaned,  it  is  but  fjueefing  you 
and  fpunge,  you  (hall  be  dry  again. 

Ref.  I underfland  you  not,  my  Lord. 

I am  glad  ot  it : a £navifh  fpeech  fleeps  in  a Foolifh  ear. 
of.  My  Lord,  you  muft  tell  us  where  the  Body  is,  and  go  with  us  to 
the  King. 

4 Ham.  The  Body  is  with  the  King  but  the  King  f not  with  the  Body  .• 
t fhe  King  is  a thing. 

Quil.  6 A thing,  my  Lord  / 

l Ham.  Of  nothing,  (t  bring  me  to  him.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  King  atd  two  or  three , 

King.  I have  fent  to  feek  him,  and  to  find  the  Body  5 
How  dangerous  is  it  that  this  Man  goes  loole  ? 

Yet  muft  we  not  put  the  ftrong  law  on  him. 

He’s  Lov’d  of  the  deftra&ed  mnltitude. 

Who  like  not  in  their  judgment,  but  their  EyesJ 
Ayd  where’tisfoth’  offender  fcourge  is  weigh’d,’ 

But  never  the  offence : to  bear  all  fmooth  and  even, 

This  fudden  fending  him  away  muft  feem 
Deliberate  paufe  * difeafes  defperate  grown 
By  defperate  appliance  are  reliev’d, 

Or  not  at  all. 
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Enter  Rofencraus,  and  all  the  reft . 

'King,  How  now  > what  hath  befallen  ? 

Rof.  VV here  the  dead  Body  Jis  beltow’d,  my  Lord. 

We  cannot  get  from  him. 

King.  But  where  is  he  > 

Rof.  Without,  my  Lord,  guarded  to  know  your  pleafure, 

King.  Bring  him  before  us. 

Rof.  Ho,  bring  in  my  Lord  Hamlet.  [They  enter. 

King . Now  Hamlet,  where’s  P olonius  ? 

JLm*.  At  fupper. 

King.  At  fupper^  where  > 

Not  where  he  eats,  but  where  he  is  eaten,  a certain  convocation 
of  politick  worms  are  e’ne  at  him  : u your  worm  is  your  only  fimperottr 
4 for  diet.  We  fat  all  creatures  eife  to  fat  us,  and  we  fat  our  felves  for 
c maggots  5 your  fat  King  and  your  lean  beggar  is  but  variable  fervice, 
two  difhes  but  to  one  tab  e,  that’s  the  end. 

King,  iilas ! Alas ! 

Ham.  A man  may  fifb  with  the  worm  that  hath  eat  of  a King  ^ eat  of 
c the  fifh  that  hath  fed  of  that  worm* 

‘ King . What  dolt  thou  mean  by  this? 

'Ram.  Nothing,  but  to  fhew  you  how  a King  may  go  a progrefs 

6 through  the  guts  of  a beggar. 

King,  VlheteisPolonius? 

Ham.  In  Heaven,  fend  thither  to  fee,  if  your  meflcnger  find  I ■•urj  not 
there,  feek  him  i’th’  other  place  your  felf  s but  iiKleedif  yv-u  find  him 
not  within  this  month,  you  (hall  nofe  him  a ..u  r up  he  : *trs  into  the 
Lobby 

King,  Go  feek  him  there. 

Ham . He  will  flay  till  you  come. 

King.  Hamlet  this  deed  for  thine  efpecial  fafety. 

Which  we  do  tender,  as  we  dearly  gtieve 

For  that  which  thou  haft  done,  muft  fend  thee  hence  : 

Therefore  prepare  thy  felf. 

The  bark  is  ready,  and  the  wind  fits  fair, 

‘Th’  affociates  tend,  and  every  thing  is  bent 
For  England. 

Rom.  Pdt  England ? 

King.  I Hamlet. 

Ram,  Good. 

King.  So  is  it  if  thou  knew’ft  our  purpofes. 

Ram.  I fee  a Cherube  that  fees  them  .:  but  come,  for  England : 

Fare wel, dear  Mother. 

King.  Thy  loving  Father*  Ramku  # 

Ram*  My  mother,  father  and  mother  is  man  and  wife, 

Man  and  wife  is  one  (le(h,  and  fo  my  mother. 

Come  for  England, 

King.  Follow  him. 
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Tempt  him  with  fpeed  aboard. 

Delay  it  not,  Til  have  him  hence  ro  night : 

Away,  for  every  thing  is  feal’d  and  done 

That  el II  leans  on  the  affair  * " pray  you  make  haf : 

1 Aud  England^ my  prefentLove  thou  holdlt  at  onght, 

1 As  my  gTeat  power  thereof  may  give  thee  Senf 
4 Since  yet  thy  cicatrice  looks  raw  and  red 

* After  the  Danijh  Sword,  and  thy  free  owe 

4 Pays  homage  to  us,  thou  may’ft  not  coldly  let 
4 Our  Soveraign  procefs,  which  imports  at  full 
4 By  Letters  congruing  to  that  effeft 
4 Theprefent  death  of  Hamlet,  do  it  England , 

* For  like  the  Heftick  in  my  blood  he  rages, 

4 And  rnuft  cure  me:  till  I know  Jtis  done, 

' Howe’  re  my  haps,  my  joys  will  ne’re  begin. 

Enter  Foninbrals  with  his  Army  over  the  Stage . 

4 Fort.  Go,Captainf  from  ms  greet  \hz  Danijh  King, 

4 Tell  him  that  by  his  licence  Fort  in  bra/s 
4 Craves  the  conveyance  of  a promifed  march 
4 Over  his  Kingdom  * you  know  the  rendezvous, 

4 If  that  his  Majefty  would  ought  with  us 
4 We  (hall  exprefs  our  duty  in  his  eye, 

4 And  let  him  know  fo, 

Capt.  fil  do\  my  Lord. 

4 Fort.  Go  foftly  on. 

Enter  Hamlet,  Rofghcraus,  0V; 

4 H am.  Good  Sir,  whofe  powers  are  thefe  ? 

4 Cap.  They  are  of  Norway,  Sir. 

H am.  How  propos'd,  Sir,  I pray  you  > 

Capt.  Againit  feme  part  of  Poland. 

'Ham.  Who  commands  them.  Sir? 
c Capt.  The  Nephew  of  old  Norway , Eortlnhrafs. 

4 Ham.  Goes  it  againit  the  main  of  Poland , Sir, 

- Or  for  fome  frontier  > 

4 Capt . Truly  tofpeak,  and  with  no  addition, 

We  go  to  gain  a little  patch  of  ground 
That  hath  in  it  no  profit  but  the  name. 

To  pay  five  duckets,  five  I would  not  farm  ir. 

Nor  will  it  yield  to  Norwy  ox  the  Pole 
A ranker  race,  fhould  it  be  loid  in  fee. 

‘tiam.  Why  then  the  Pollock  nev.r  wilt  defend  i£ 

* Capt.  Nay  ’cis  already  garrifon’d. 

'Ham.  TwoThoufaud  Souls,  and  20000  duckets 
Will  not  debate  the  qualtion  of  this  ftraw  * 

This  the  impoftbume  of  much  wealth  and  peace^ 

T hat  inward  breaks,  and  (hews  no  caufe  without) 

Why  the  man  dies  Jhumb%  thaui*  you,  Sir.  ^ 


4 Capt.  God  bWye,  Sir. 

‘ Rif.  Wil't  pleafe  you  go,  my  Lord? 

1 Ham . V 11  be  wth  you  ftraighr,  go  a little  before. 

4 How  all  occafions  do  inform  againtt  me, 

4 And  fpur  my  dull  reyenge  ? What  is  a man, 

4 It  his  chife  good  and  market  of  hi3  time 
4 Be  but  to  fleep  and  feed  ? a bealt,  no  more. 
c Sure  he  that  made  us  with  fuch  large  difcourfe, 

‘Looking  before  and  after,  gave  us  not 
‘That  capability  .ni  God* like reafon 
% Fo  fuli  in  us  unus'd  : now  whether  it  be 
4 Beaftial  oblivion,  or  home  craven  fcruple 
‘Of  thinking  too  precifely  on  th5  event, 

4 A thought  which  quarter’d  hath  but  one  part  wifdom, 

4 xind  ever  three  parts  coward  : 1 do  not  know 
1 Why  yet  I live  to  fay  this  thing’s  to  do, 

* Sith  1 have caufe,  and  Vvil!,  and  ftrength,  and  mear& 

4 To  do’t : examples  grofs  as  earth  exhort  me* 

4 Witnefs  this  army  of  fuch  mafs  and  charge. 

* Led  by  a delicate  and  tender  Prince, 

* Whofs  fpirit  with  divine  ambition  pufc 
4 Makes  mouths, at  the  invifible  evenr, 

4 Expofing  what  vws  mortal  and  uufuie 
1 Tb  all  that  fortune,.death,  and  danger  dare, 

‘Even  for  an  egg-  (hell.  ^Rightly  to  be  great 

* Is  not  to  ftir  without  great  argument, 

1 But  greatly  to  find  quarrel  in  a firaw, 

4 When  honour’s  at  the  flake.  How  Hand  1 then.; 

5 That  have  a father  kill’d,  a mother  ftain'd, 
r Excitement  of  my  reafon  and  my  blood, 

4 And  let  all  fleep,  while  to  my  (hame  I fee 
‘ The  eminent  death  of  twenty  thoufand  men, 

4 That  for  fantafie  and  trick  of  fame 
1 Go  to  their  gravesdike  beds,  fight  for  a plot  , 

4 Whereon  the  numbers  cannot  try  the  caufe, 

‘ Which  is  net  tomb  enough  and  continent 
^To  hide  the  flain  ? O from  this  time  forth. 

* My  thoughts  be  bloody,  or  be  nothing  worth. 

Enter  Horatio,  Gertrard,  and  a Gent  liman* 
Queen.  I will  not  fpeak  with  her. 

Gent.  She  is  importunate, 
indeed  diftra&ed,  and  deferves  phty. 

Queen . What  would  the  have? 

Gent.  Shs  fpeaksmuch  of  her  Father,  fays  fhe  hears 
There’s  tricks  fth5  world,  and  hems,  and  beats her  hearty 
Spurns  env-ipufly  at  Craws,  fpeaks  thinys  in  ronbt 
That  saity  but  half  Seafe,  her  fpeech  is  nothing,. 
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Yet  the  unlhaped  life  of  it  doth  move 
The  hearers  to  colleftion,  “ they  yawn  at  it, 

• And  borch  the  words  up  fit  for  theit  own  thoughts, 

‘Which  as  winks,  and  nods,  and  geftures  yield  them," 

« Indeed  would  make  one  think  there  might  be  thouglk, 

^Though  nothing  fure,  yet  much  unhappily, 

Hor . ’Twere  good  (he  were  fpoken  with,  for  (he  may  ftrew 
Dangerous  conje&ures  in  ilLbreeding  minds. 

Let  her  come  in.  [ E/iter  Ophelia* 

4 Queen.  To  my  fickSoul,  as  fin’s  true  narure  is, 

6 Each  toy  leems  prologue  to  fome  great  amifs, 

‘So  full  of  artlefs  jealoufie  is  guilt, 

* It  fpils  it  felf  in  tearing  to  be  fpilt. 

Ophel  Where  is  the  beauteous  Majsfty  of  Deumrk  > 

Quern.  Row  now,  Ophelia  ? [ She  Sing!. 

Ophel.  How  (hould  I your  true  Love  know  from  onother  one  ? 

By  his  cockle  hat  and  ftaff,  and  by  his  fendal  (boon. 

• Queen.  Alafs ! fweet  Lady,  what  impors  this  Song  > 

Ophel . Say  j ou,  nay  pray  you  mark. 

He  is  dead  and  gone,  Lady,  he  is  dead  and  gone,1  ^Songl 

At  his  head  a grafs-green  turf,  at  his  heels  a fttoneu 

Oho. 

Queen . Nay  but,  Ophelia . 

Ophel . Pray  you  mark.  White  his  (hrowd  as  the  mountain  fno wJ 

Enteer  King . 

Queen*  Alafs,  look  here,  my  Lord. 

Ophel.  Larded  all  with  fweet  flowers,  [ Songl 

Which  beweept  to  the  ground  did  not  go 
With  true  love(howers. 

King . How  do  you,  pretty  Lady  ? 

Ophel  .Well,  good  dild  you,  they  fay  the  Owl  was  a Baker’s  daughter  t 
we  know  what  vi  e are,  but  know  not  what  we  may  be. } 

King.  Conceit  upon  her  father. 

Ophel.  Pray  let’s  have  no  wordsof  thi^but  when  they  ask  you  what  it 
means,  fay  you  this. 

To  morrow  is  S.  Valentine's- day  [ Song' 

Ail  in  the  morning  berime, 

Aud  I a Maid  at  yonr  window 
To  be  your  Valentine. 

‘ Then  up  lie  rofe  and  dond  on  his  cloathe$s  and  dupt  the  Chamber-doc*, 
< Let  in  t he  Maid,  that  ouca  Maid  never  departed  more. 

King , Pretty,  Ophelia 

Ophel.  Indeed  without  an  oath,  i’ll  make  an  end  on3t 
By  gU  and  by  Saint  Charity, 
alack  and  fie  for  fiiame. 

Young  men  will  do’t  if  (become  to’t, 
by  cock  they  are  to  bum. 

Vi 
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* Quoth  fhe,  before  you  rumbled  me,  you  promis'd  me  %o  wed* 
f (Heanfwers. ) So  fhould  1 have  done,  by  yonder  Sun, 

And  thou  hadlt  not  come  to  my  bed. 

K trig.  How  long  hath  fhe  bet  n thus  ? 

Opbel.  I hope  all  willbe  well,  vtemuft  be  patient  * but  I cannot  cbufe 
but  weep  to  think  they  would  lay  him  i’th’  cold  ground*  my  brother  fhall 
know  ot  it,  and  fo  \ thank  you  for  yourgood  counfel. 

Gome  my  Coach,  good  night  Ladies  good  night, 

Sweet  Lad‘us,good  nighr,  good  night. 

K ing.  Follow  her  dole,  give  her  good  watch  7 pray  you. 

0 this  is  thePoifon  of  deep  grief,  it  Iprings  all  from  her  father Y death  ; 
And  now  behold,  O Gertrard , Gertrard , 

When  forrows  come,  they  come  not  fing'e  fpies, 

Butin  battaliors.:  fixfl",  her  father  (lain. 

Next,  your  Son  gone,  and  he  molt  violent  author 
Of  his  own  iult  remove  * the  people  muddied, 

Thick  and  unwbolfom  in  thoughts  and  whifpers 
For  good  Yolomut  s d ath,  and  we  have  done  but 
Obfcurely  to  inter r him  * poor  Ophelia 
Divided  from  her  feif  and  her  fair  Judgment, 

Without  which  we  are  but  pi&urevor  meer  beafts*, 

Laft,  and  as  much  containing  as  all  thefe. 

Her  brother  is  in  Secret  come  from  France, 

Feeds  on  this  wonder,  keeps  himfelf  in  clouds, 

And  wants  not  whifpers  to  infe£l  his  Ear 
With  pelt  lent  fpeeches  of  his  father’s  death, 

4 Wherein  nec*  ffity  of  matter  begger’d 
4 Will  not  ftick  our  perfon  to  arraign 

1 in  ear  and  ear : 14  O my  dear  Gertrard , this 
Like  to  amurdering-piece  in  many  places 

Gives  me  fupeiffluous  death.  [A  wife  within, 

Erter  Meffengers, 

K;ngl  Where  are  my  Swiffeis?  let  them  gu  the  door, 

What  is  the  matter  > 

Meffen.  Saveyour  felf,  my  Lord. 

The  Ocean  over-peering  of  his  lift 

Eats  not  the  flats  with  more  in'  petuous  hafte. 

Than  young  Laertenn  a riotous  head 
O’re-bears  year  officers*  the  rabble  calijbim  Lord, 

And  as  the  VVorld  were  now  but  to  begin. 

Antiquity  forgot,  cuftom  not  known. 

The  rat’fiers  and  props  of  evey  word, 

They  crie  chufe  we  Laertes  for  our  King^ 

Caps,  hands,  and  tongues  applaud  it  to  the  clouds* 

Laertes  (hall  be  Kinga 

4 Queen.  How  chearfully  on  the  falfe  tail  they  cry,  ( Anotfe  within 3 . 
10  this  is  counter,  you  falfe  Danijt  dogs. 
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Enter  Laertes  with  ethers. 

King.  The  doois are  broke, 

Lner.  Where  is  this  King?  Sirs',  ftacd  you  all  without. 

All.  Noilets come  in. 

Laer-  I pray  you  give  me  leave/ 

M.  Wc  will,  we  will* 

Liter.  I thank  you  keep  the  doer.  0 thou  vile  King 
GL\e  me  my  father. 

Queen*  Calmly,  good  Laertes, 

Liter.  That  drop  of  blood  that’s  calm  proclaims  me  baftard* 
Cries  Cuckold  to  my  father,  brands  the  Har  ot 
Fven  here  between  the  chafte  brows 
C‘c  ai y true  mother. 

King.  What  is  the  caufe,L^/7<?r, 

Thar  thy  hebellion  looks  fo  Giant-like  > 

Let  hi  in  go,  GertrarJy  do  not  fear  our  perfon^r 
There’s  fuch  divinity  doth  hedge  a King 
Thar  treafon  dares  not  reach  at  what  it  would, 

A€xs  Hit  e of  his  will  : tell  me,  Laertes^ 

Why  thou  are  thus  incenft : let  him  go,  Gertrard* 

Speak  man. 

Lner . Where  is  my  father  ? 

King.  Dead, 

Queen.  Bat  not  by  him. 

King.  Let  him  demand  his  fill. 

Laer.  How  came  he  dead  ? I'll  not  be  jugled  with  *; 

To  hell  allegience,  vows  to  the  blackeft  Devil, 
c Concience  and  grace  to  the  piofoundell  pic, 

‘ l dare  Damnation,  “ to  this  point  I fta  nd. 

That  both  the  Worlds  1 give  to  negligence. 

Let  come  what  comes,  only  Til  be  reveng’d 
Molt  throughly  for  my  father, 

King0  Who  (hall  ftay  you? 

Liter.  My  will,  not  all  the  Worlds : 

And  for  my  means  iTi  Husband  them  fo  well 
They  fhall  go  far  with  little. 

King.  Will  you  in  revenge  of  your 
Dear  fathers  death  deftroy  both  friend  and  foe  ? 

Laer . None  but  his  Enemies. 

King  * Will  you  know  them  then  ? 

Laer , To  this  good  friend^  thus  wide  /II  ope  my  arms, . 
And  like  the  £ind  life-rendring  Pelican, 

Relieve  them  with  my  blood. 

King.  Why  now  you  fpea k 
Like  a good  child,  and  a true  Gentleman* 

That  J am  guiltlefs  of  your  father’s  death.,  j 

And  am  moft  fenfibie  in  grief  for  it, 

lit 
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It  (hall  as  level  to  your  judgment  lye 
As  days  does  to  your  eye. 

Enter  Ophelia.1 

Laer.  Let  her  come  in. 
c How  now  ? what  no  fe  is  that  > 

* 0 heat  dry  up  my  brains,  tears  feven  times  fait 
c Burn  out  the  Senfeand  Venue  of  mine  eye.: 

By  Heaven tc  ih>  madnefs  fhali  be  paid  with  weight 
Till  ourfcaie  turn  the  beam.  ORofeof  ALry! 

Dear  maid,  kind  lifter,  fweet  Ophelia  ! 

0 Heavens!  is’t  poflible  a young  maids  wits 
Should  be  as  mortal  as  a fick  man's  life! 

Ophei  T hey  bore  him  bare  fac  d on  the  Bier, 

And  in  his  grave  rain’d  many  a tear.; 

Fare  you  wel],  my  Dovo. 

Laer.  Hadft  thou  thy  wits,  anddidftperfwade  revenge* 

It  could  not  move  rhus.j 
Ophei  You  mutt  fing  a down,  a down, 

And  you  call  him  a down  a.  0 how  the  wheel  becomes  it, 

Jt  is  the  lalfe  fteward  that  ttole  his  Matter’s  daughter. 

Laer.  This  nothing  is  much  more  than  imtter. 

Ophei.  There’s  Rofemary,  that  s for  remembrance  5 pray  you  Love  re*, 
member,  and  there’s  Fancies,  that’s  for  thoughts. 

Laer . A document  in  madnefs,  thoughts  and  remembrance  fitted. 
Ophei.  There’s  Fennel  for  you,  and  Columbines,  there’s  Re w for  you, 
and  here’s  feme  for  me,  we  may  call  it  Herb  of  Grace  a Sundays,  you  may 
wear  your  Rew  with  a difference  * tber’s  a Die:  I wcu  d give  you 
Tome  Violets,  but  they  withered  all  when  my  father  died  : they  fay  he 
made  a good  end. 

For  bonny  fweet  Robin  is  all  my  joy. 

Laer.  Thoughts  ar.d  afffiftions,  paffion,  hell  it  f If 
She  turns  to  favour  and  to  prettinefs. 

Ophei.  And  will  he  not  come  again,  ( Song, 

1 And  will  he  not  come  again  ? 

No,  no,  he  is  dead,  go  to  thy  death  bed,, 
l ie  never  will  come  again. 

His  beard  was  as  white  as  fhow. 

Flaxen  was  his  pole, 

He  is  gone,  he  is  gone,  and  we  caft  away  moan,- 
And  peace  be  with  his  Sml,  2nd  with  ail  Lovers  Souk 
King.  Laertes  I muftthare  in  your  grief, 

Or  'you  deny  me  right  •,  go  but  a parr. 

Make  choice  of  whom  your  wifeit  friends  you  will, 

And  they  fhali  bear  and  judge  Ywixt  you  and  me, 

It  by  d reft  or  by  collateral  hand 

They  find  us  toucht,  we  will  our  Kingdom  give, 

4 Our  Crown,  our  life  and  all  that  we  call  ours 

To 
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To  you  in  fatisfafUon  * but  if  not 

£e  y ou  content  to  lend  your  patience  to  us, 

And  we  fhall  joyntly  labour  with  your  Soul 
To  give  ic  due  content. 

Laer.  Let  this  he  fo. 

His  means  of  death,  his  obfcure  funeral,  ^ 

No  Trophy,  Sword,  noiHarchment  o’ie  h if  bones, 

No  noble  rite,  nor  formal  oftentation 

Cty  to  be  heard  as  ’twere  from  Earth  to  Heaven, 

That  I muft  cali’t  in  queftion. 

King.  Sa  you  fhal!, 

.And  where  ttf  offence  is  let  the  great  Axe  fall 
I pray  you  go  with  me.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Horatio  and  others. 

Horn.  What  are  they  that  would  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Gent.  Sea-faring  men,  Sir,  they  fay  they  have  Letters  for  you. 

Horcu  Let  them  come  in. 

I do  not  know  from  what  part  of  the  World 

1 fhould  be  greeted,  if  not  from  Lord  Hamlet . [ Enter  Saylor.:. 

Say.  Save  you*  Sir. 

Say.  There’s  a Letter  for  ycu,  Sir,  it  came  from  the  Tmbaflador  that 
was  bound  for  England \ if  your  name  be  Horatio >.  as  I am  let  to  know 
It  is. 

Hora.  Horatio 3 when  thou  (halt  have  over-lookt  this,  give  thefe  fellows 
fome  means  to  the  King,  they  have  Letters  to  him.  E’re  we  were  two 
days  old  at  Sea,  a Pirate  of  vary  warlike  appointment  gave  us  chace. 
f inding  our  felves  too  flow  of  fail,  we  put  on  a compelled|Valour,  and 
in  the  Grapple  1 boarded  them  : on  the  inftant  they  got  clear  of  our  Ship, 
fo  1 alone  became  their  prifoner.  They  have  dealt  with  me  like  Thieves 
of  mercy,  but  they  knew  what  they  did } I am  to  do  a turn  for  them.  Let 
the  King  have  the  Letters  1 have  fentyaud  repair  thou  to  me  with  as  much 
fpeed  as  thou  wouldft  ftydeath.  I have  words  to  fpeak  in  thine  Ear  will 
make  thee  dumb,  yet  are  they  much  too  light  for  the  matter,  thefe  good 
fellows  will  bring  thee  where  I am,  Rofencraus  and  GnUdenJlern  hold 
their  courfe  for  England,  of  them  I have  much  to  tell  thee, 

Farewel.  Hamkt , 

Hor.  Come  I will  make  you  way  for  thefe  your  Letters, 

And  do’t  tbe  fpeedier  that  you  may  direQ  me 

To  him  from  whom  you  brought  them.  [Exeunt* 

Enter  King  and  Laertes; 

King.  Now  muft  your  conscience  my  acquitence  Seal, 

And  you  muft  put  me  in  your  heart  for  friend, 

Stth  you  have  heard,  and  with  a knowing  ar? 

That  he  who  hath  your  noble  Fatlfer  flain 
Purfued  my  life 

Laer*  It  weUappeafS ; hutteli  me 
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Why  you  proceed  not  againft  thefe  feats 
So  criminal  and  fo  capital  in  nature, 

As  by  your  fafety,  greatnefs,wifdom,  and  all  things  elfe, 

You  mainly  were  ftir’d  up. 

King,  For  two  fpeciai  reafons, 

Which  may  perhaps  to  you  feem  weak, 

But  yet  to  me  theyJr  ftrong : the  Queen  his  mother 
Lives  alinoft  by  his  looks,  and  for  my  felf. 

My  vertue  or  my  plague,  be  it  either, 

She  is  fo  precious  to  my  Life  and  Soul, 

That  as  the  Star  moves  not  but  in  his  Sphere. 

I conldnot  but  by  her:  the  other  motive 
Why  to  the  publick  count  l might  not  go, 

Is  the  great  Love  the  people  bear  him. 

Who  dipping  all  his  faults  in  their  affeftion. 

Work  like  the  Spring  that  turneth  wo.d  to  (lone, 

‘ Convert  his  gy  ves  to  grace/  fothat  my  arrows 
6 Too  (lightly  timbered  for  fo  loved  arms 
* Would  have  reverted  to  my  bow  again, 

4 But  not  where  I have  aim’d  them.  * 

Lear.  And  fo  I have  a nobel  father  loft  $ 

A filler  driven  into  defperate  terms, 

Whofe  worth,  if prayfes  may  go  bao$  again, 

Stood  challenger  on  the  mount  of  all  the  Age 
For  her  perfections : but  my  revenge  will  come. 

King*  Btea  k not  your  fleeps  for  that, you  muff  not  thin,£ 

That  we  are  made  of  Huff  fo  flat  and  dull, 

That  we  can  let  our  beards  be  fhoo^  with  danger, 

And  thin£  it  paftime:  you  fhortly  will  hear  more. 

I lov’d  your  father,  and  we  love  our  fe1f, 

4 And  that  I hope  will  teach  you  to  imagine. 

Enter  a MeJJenger  with  Letter s. 

Meff.  Thefe  to  your  Majefty,  this  to  the  Queen. 

King.  Frot n Hamlet  i wnobronght  them? 

AieJJ.  Saylors,  my  Lord  they  fay,  I faw  them  nor, 

Tney  were  given  me  by  Claudio , he  received  them 
Of  him  that  bronght  them. 

King.  Laertes  you  fhall  heir  them:  leave  us.  [ Exeunt 

High  aad  mighty,  you  fhall  /£now  I am  fet  na^ed  on  your  Kingdom 
to  morrnw  fhall  1 beg  leave  to  fee  your  Kingly  £ves,  when  I fhall 
[fir It  asking  your  pardon]  thereunto  recount  the  occaffon  of  my  fudaen 
return. 

King . What  fhould  this  mean  ? are  all  the  reft  come  bac£  ? 

Or  is  it  fome  abufe,  and  no  fuch  thing  ? 

Laer.  Know  you  the  hand  > 

King.  ’Tis  Hamlet' $ Charafter.  N i/fed  ? 

And  m*  the  pgftfcript  here  be  fays  alone. 

Can 


Hamlet  Prince  .of  Denmark 

Can  you  advife  me  ? 

Laer.  I am  loft  in  t,  my  Lord  $ but  let  him  come, 

It  warmes  the  very  ficknefs  in  my  heart, 

That  I live,  and  tell  him  to  his  teeth, 

Thus  didft  thou. 

King,  f it  be  fo,  Laertes. 

As  how  (hould  it  be  fo,  how  otherwife  ? 

Will  you  be  rul  d by  me > 

Laer . , my  Lord,  fo  you  will  not  o’re’rule  me  to  a peace. 

b ing . To  thine  own  peace ; if  he  be  now  return’d, 

As  liking  not  his  voyage,  and  that  he  means 
No  more  to  un  ertake  it,  I will  work  him 
To  an  exploit  now  ripe  in  my  device, 

Under  the  which  he  (hall  not  chufe  but  fall. 

And  for  his  death  no  wind  of  blame  (hall  breath. 

But  even  his  mother  (hall  uncharge  the  practice. 

And  call  it  accident. 

Laer  My  Lord,  w ill  be  rul’d, 

The  rather  if  you  could  devife  itfo 
That  / might  be  the  inftrument. 

h ing.  It  falls  right  .* 

You  have  been  talkt  of  (Ince  your  travel  much, 

And  that  in  Hamlte' s hearing,  for  a quality 
Wherein  they  fay  you  ftiine  •,  your  fum  of  parts 
Did  not  together  pluck  fuch  envy  from  him, 

€ As  did  that  one,  and  that  in  my  regard 
i Of  the  unworthieft  fege. 

Laer.  What  part  is  that,  my  Lord^ 

King.  A very  Feather  in  the  cap  of  youth, 

* Yet  needful  too,  for  youth  no  lefs  becomes 
4 T he  light  and  carelefs  Livery  that  it  wears, 

( Than  fetled  Age  his  fables,  and  his  weeds, 

1 Importing  health  and  gravenefs ; Two  months  fince 

Here  was  a Gentleman  of  Normandy , 

fi  have  feen  my  fe If.  and  ferv’d  againft  the  French , 

And  they  can  well  on  horf  back  5 but  this  Gallant 
Had  witchcraft  in  t,  he  grew  unto  his  feat, 

And  to  fuch  wondrous  doing  brought  his  horfe 
As  he  h d been  incorps’d  and  demi-natur’d 
With  the  brave  beaft  jfo  farhetoptmy  thought, 

That  I in  forgery  of  fhapes  and  tricks 
Comefhort  of  what  he  did. 

Lae  . A Norman  was  t 

King  A Norman. 

Lrer.  Upon  my  life,  Lamord. 

King . The  very  fame. 

Laer*  I know  him  well,  he  is  indeed 
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The  gem  of  all  the  Nation. 

King.  He  made  confeflion  of  you, 

Ard  gave  you  fuch  a tnalirely  report 
For  art  ard  exeicife  in  your  defence, 

And  for  your  Rapier  nioft  efpecially,^ 

That  he  cry7d  ou:*  5twc  uld  be  a fight  indeed  # 

If  ore  could  match  you:  the  fencers  of  their  Nation 
He  fwore  had  neither  motion,  guaid,  ncrhye 
If  you  oppos'd  them:  Sir,  this  report  of  his. 

Did  H amlet  fo  envenoms  with  his  envy. 

That  he  could  nothing  do,  but  with  and  beg 
Your  fudden  coming  o’re  to  play  with  you. 

Now  out  of  this. 

Laer.  What  out  of  this,  my  Lord  . ^ 

Kwg.  Laertes^  was  your  father  dear  <.0 
Or  are  y au  like  tie  painting  of  a forrow, 

A.  face  without  a heart. 
laer  Whv  ask  you  this? 

Kins.  Not  that  1 thimk  you  did  not  Love  your  Father,. 

< But  that  I know  Love  is  begun  by  time, 

‘ And  that  1 lee  in  paffages  of  proof,  _ 

‘ Time  qualifies  the  fpark  and  fire  of  it , . 

t There  lives  within  the- very  flame  of  Love 

‘ 5 kTnd^  of  wiek  cr  fnuff  that  vvall  irt 

< And  nothing  is  at  a like  goodnefs  ftill, 

‘ And  hath  at  atemenis  and  delays i as  id 

More  than  in  words?  rVnrrh7 

K ^'  No Cplace \ndeed  (hould  proteh  a Murderer, 
^Se^venoBour^:  bur,  goodie, 

'iSfetSdonblevarntOion the fame  h 

The  frenchman  gave  y ou,  bring  you»  tn  n , 

Qt  with  aJ.ittle  fhuffliugv  you  may  chute 
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A Swotd  uhbated,  and  in  a pace  of  pratRce 
Requite  laim  for  your  Father. 

Laer.  1 will  do’t  * 

Ana  for  the  purpofe  I’ll  Anoint  my  Sword : 

I bought  an  Unction  of  a Mounteback 
S > mortal,  that  bat  dip  a knife  in  it, 
hero  it  draws  Ncod,  Cataplafm  fo  rare 
JoIleCei  from  all  Simples  that  have  vertue 
Under  the  Moon,  can  fave  the  thing  from  death 
""hat  is  but  lcratcht  withal  * I’ll,  touch  my  point 
With  tl  is  coutagion,  that  if  I gall  him  flightly  it  may  be  death. 

King.  Let’s  further  think  of  this 
c Weigh  what  conveyance  both  of  time  and  means, 

, May  fit  us  to  our  fhape  if  this  fhould  fail, 

‘ And  that  our  drifc  look  through  our  bad  performance 
‘ ’Twere  better  not  afiay’d.  Therefore  this  proje£t 
4 Should  have  a back  or  fecond,  that,  might  hold 
‘ If  this  did  blaft  in  proof : c;  foftlet  me  fee. 

We'll  make  a folemn  wager  on  your  cunnings, 

I have’t,  when  in  your  motion  you  are  hot  and  dry* 

As  m^e  your  bouts  more  violent  to  that  end. 

And  that  he  calls  for  drin^,  I’ll  have  ptepar’d  him 
A chalice  for  the  purpofe,  whereon  but  rafting, 

It  he  by  chance  efcape  your  venom’d  tuc£j 

Our  purpofe  may  hold  there.  But  ftay,  what  noife  > [Enter  Q net 

Queen.  One  woe  doth  tread  upon  another, s heel, 

So  faft  they  follow  : ) oar  lifter’s  drown’d,  Laertes. 

Laer . Drown’d ! 6 where ! 

Queen-  There  is  a willow  growing o’re  a Broo£, 

That  fhews  his  hoary  leaves  in  the  glaflie  ftream, 

Near  which  fantaftic/£  garlands  (he  did  triage 
Of  Crow-flowers,  Nettles  Daifie",  and  long  Purples, 
c That  liberal  fhepherds  give  a grofier  name, 

€ But  our  culcold  maids  do  dead  mens  fingers  call  them, 

There  on  the  boughs  her  Coronet  weeds 
Clambring  to  hang,  an  envious  fhiver  bro/ee. 

When  down  her  weedy  trophies  and  her  felf 
Fell  in  the  weeping  Broo/^,  “her  cioaths  fpred  wide, 

‘ Mermaide  li-^e  a while  they  bore  her  up, 

* Which  time  (hechanted  remnants  of  old  lauds, 

As  one  incapable  of  herowndiftrefs, 

Gr  liie  a creature  native  and  indued 

Unto  that  element,  buflongit  could  rot  be 

Til  that  her  garments,  heavy  with  their  drin/6. 

Pull’d  the  gentle  maid  from  her  melodious  lay 
To  muddy  death. 

L ier.  Alafs ! then  is  fhe  drown’d 
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Queen.  Drowndd,  drown’d. 

Laer.  Too  much  of  water  bait  thou,  poor  Ophelia% 
h nd  therefore  1 forbid  my  tc^rs : but  yet 
Jc  is  our  trick.  Nature  herCuttom  holds, 

Let  fhame  fay  what  it  will  * when  thefe  are  gone 
1 The  woman  will  be  out.  ° Adieu,  my  Lord^ 

1 have  a fire  that  fain  would  blaze, 

But  that  this  folly  drow  ns  it.  £ Exit 

King.  Let’s  follow ^Gertrard^ 

How  much  I had  to  do  to  calm  his  rage  ! 

^ow  I tear  this  will  give  it  Rare  agiin, 

Therefore  lei’s  follow,  [Exeunt, 


ACT  V.  SCENE  I. 
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Enter  two  Clowns  with  fp odes  and  Mattocks. 

Clow.  1 S (he  to  be  buried  in  ChriSianburiaiy  when  fhe  wilfully  feeks 

' JL  'her  cwn  faivation  ? 

Oth . I tell  thee  (he  is,  therefore  make  her  Grave- ftraight,  the  Crowner 
hath  feton  her,  and  finds  it  Chrtiuan  butiai. 

Clow.  How  can  that  be*  uniefs  fhe- drown’d  herfelf  in  her  own  de- 
fence > 

Oth . Why  ’tis  found  fo. 

Clow,  It  mud  be  fo  offended,  it  cannot  be  elfe  * for  here  lies  the  point, 
if  I drown  my  felf  wittingly,  it  argues  an  A3  ^ and  an  Aft  hath  three 
branches,  it  is  to  aft,  to. do,  and  to  perfo.m,  or  all,  (he  drown’d  her 
felf  wittingly. 

Oth.  Nay  but  hear  you,  goodman  delver. 

Clow.  Give  me  leave,  here  lies  the  water,  good , here  (lands  the  mail, 
good,  if  the  man  go  to  this  water  and  drown  * himfelf,  it  is  will  he  niii 
he  j hegoes^  mark  you  that : hut  if  the  water  come  to  him  and  drown 
him,  he  drowns  not  himfelf:  argal,  he  that  is  notguilry  of  his  own  death* 
Ihortens  not  his  own  life* 

Oth*.  But  is  this  Law  l 

Clow . I marry  is’t,Crowners  Qned-Law. 

Ooh.  Will  you  have  the  truth  on’r,if  this  had  not  teen  a Gentlewoman 
Oiefhould  have  been  buried  without  Chriftian  burial. 

Clow.  Why  there  thou  fay’d,  and  the  more  pitty  that  great  folk 
fhould  have  Cc  uatenance  in  rhis  World  to  drown  or  hang  themfeives 
more  than  we:  Come,  my  Spade,  there  is  jno  Accident  Gentleman 
but  Gardners,  Ditcher,  and  Grave  makers,  they  holdup  Aiam\  prq3  - 
feffipn. 

Oath . Was  he  a Gentleman?  C bw*. 


Hamlet  ^Prince  0/ Denmark  6p 

C/m*  Ik  was  the  fait  that  ever  bore  a ms, 

I U put  anothe?  qt»ft-.on  to  tb§*j  Ifthoa  anfwcwll  me  not  to  the  purple, 
confefsthy  Mi\ 

Oik  Go  to. 

C/b«?.  IV  tat  is  hetb^tH<i.d:--firurf£e:  than  either  the  MafoUjtbeS.iip- 
wngh  > or  the  Carperne;  ? 

&//!>  T^e  Gvuluws  maker,  fer  that  outlives  a tboufand  tenant, 

v.A>w,  I 1 ke  thy  wit  welt  the  Gallows  does  wsiyvut  how  do  > it  wall ? 
Jc  du;i>  we  i to  thofe  <h ;i:  do  ill  * rov*  thou  do’ft  i»i  to  fay  the  Gallows  is 
built  fironge?  ttan  the  Chuxh : argal,  the  Gallows  may  do  well  to  thee 
Toh  again*  come. 

Oib.  VVho  builds  {Longer  thin  a MaJbn,  a Shipiighr,  or  a Carper 
tef  > 


C law  /.  tell  me  that,  and  unyoke* 

Oth.  Marry  now  1 can  teli.j 

Ctpw  To’r. 

O/k  Mafs  I cannot  tell. 

Clow*  Cudgel  thv  brains  no  more  about  it,  for  your  dull  Afs  will  mot, 
mendhs  pice  with  bearing,  and  when  you  are  alkt  thisqueltion  ne.u, 
fay  a G ave-maker,  the  houfesJie  makes  l a It  till  Doomiday. 

Go  get  thee  in,  a id  f tob-me  a ftoop  of  1 Iquor* 

In  ycurh  when  1 did  love,  d.d  love,  [_S$/?j}s 

Methought  it  was  very  fweec 
To  contraQ  O the  time  for  a my  behove, 

O methought  there  was  nothing  a meet. 

Enter  Ha  rule:  and  Horatio. 

Ham.  Has  this  Fellow  no  feeling  in  his  bafinsfs  ? he  lings  in  Grave- 
making. 

Hera.  Cuftome  hath  made  it  in  him  a property  of  eafinefs. 

Ham.  Tis  e’ne  fo,  the  hand  of  little  employment  haththe  dainte  fen  fed 

Qiom.  But  age  with  Healing  fteps  \Song . 

hath  clawed  me  in  his  cluch. 

And  hath  fhipped  in  o the  Land* 
as  ifl  never  had  been  fuch. 

Bam.  That  skull  had  a Tongue  in  it,  and  could  fing  once,  how  the 
knave  jowls  it  to  the  grownd , as  if  twere  Cains  jaw-bone,  thta  d-d 
thefirlt  Murther  : This  might  be  the  Pate  of  aPolicition  wh:ch  this 
Afs  now  o’re-reaches,  one  that  would  circumvent  Heaven,  might  it 
not? 


Hera.  It  might,  my  Lord, 

Ham.  Or  of  a Courtier,  which  could  fay,  good  morrow,  my  Lord, 
how  do  ft  thou,  fweet  Lord?  this  migt  be  my  Lord  fuch  a one,  that 
prajfed  my  Lord  fuch  a one’s  horfe  when  he  ment  to  beg  him,  might  it 
not  ? 


Horai  I,  my  Lord. 

* Haw.  Why  e’en  fo,  and  now  my  Lady  worms  Choples , and 
^knockt  about  the  mazer  with  a Sextons  Spade*  ;c  here’s  a fine 

sevo 
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revolution,  and  we  had  the  trick  to  fee’t  •,  did  tflafe  bones  coft  no  more 
the  breeding  but  10  play  at  Loggirs  with  them?  mine  ake  to  think 

on’c 

Cow.  A pickax  and  a fpade,  a fpade, 
tor  and  a (hrowding  (h.:et, 

O a pit  of  clay  for  to  be  made 
for  fuch  a gueft  is  meet 

Ham . There’s  another,  why  may  not  thar  be  the  skull  of  a Lawyer  ? 
where  be  his  quiddities  uow,  his  qniiities,  his  cafes  his  tenure*,  and  his 
tricks  why  doe  he  fuffer  this  mad  knave  now  to  knock  him  about  the 
fconce  with  a dirty  (hov§l,  and  will  not  tell  him  of  his  a£Hons  of  battery  > 
hum  : this  fellow  might  be  in  s time  a great  buyer  of  Land,  with  his 
ft  tat  ires,  his  recognifances,  his  fines,  his  double  vouchers,  hsi  recoveries, 
to  have  his  fine  pate  full  of  fine  dirt : will  vouchers  vouch  him  no  more 
of  his  purchafes  and  doubles,  than  the  length  and  breadth  of  a pair  of 
Indemures?  the  very  Conveyances  of  his  Land  willfcarcely  lie  in  this 
box,  and  muft  the  inheritor  himfeif  have  no  more  ? ha? 

Hora.  Not  a jot  more,  my  Lord. 

Hm.  c Is  not  parchment  made  of  fheep-skins  ? 

Hora.  my  Lord,  and  calves-skins  too. 

Ham.  c They  are  fheep  and  calves  which  feek  outaflurance  in  that. 
will  fpeak  to  this  fellow : Whole  grave's  this,  firrah  ? 

Clow.  Mine,  Sir,  ora  pit  of  day  for  to  be  made. 

Ham,  1 think  it’s  thine  indeed,  for  thou  ly’ft  in’t. 

Clow . You  lye  out  on’r,  Sir,  and  therefore  Tis  not  yours : for  my  part 
1 do  not  iye  in’t,  yet  it’s  mine. 

Ham.  Thou  dolt  lye  ink,  to  be  int  and  fay  it  is  thine,  ’tis  for  the 
dead,  not  for  the  quick,  therefore  thou  ly ’ft. 

Clow.  Tis  a quick  lye,  Sir,  ’twill  again  from  me  to  you, 

j Ham.  What  man  dolt  thou  dig  it  for  ? 

Clow.  For  no  man,  Sir, 

Ham.  What  woman  then? 

Clow.  For  none  neither. 

ham.  Who  is  to  be  bariedin’t? 

Clow • One  that  was  a woman.  Sir,  but  reft  her  Soul,  (lie’s  dead. 

Ham.  How  abfolute  the  knave  is,  we  muft  fpeak  by  the  card,  or  equi. 
vocation  will  undo  us.  Horatio  this  three  years  1 have  took  notice  of  it, 
the  age  is  grown  fo  picked,  that  the  toe  of  the  SPefant  comes  fo  n?ar  the 
heel  of  the  Courtier,  he  galls  his  kibe.  How  long  haft  tjtou  been  a Grave- 
maker.^  v # 

Clow.  Of  all  the  days  ilh5  year  I came  to’ t that  day  our  laft  King  Ham- 
let overcame  Fortittbra/s. 

H am.  How  long  is  that  fince? 

C low.  Cannot  you  tell  that?  every  fool  can  tell  that*  it  was  that 
very  day  that  yoaeg  Hamlet  was  born,  he  that  is  mad  and  fent  into 

hngfatid.- 


Udiniu  Trince 

Yam,  I marry,  why  was  he  fcnt  into  £ retard. 

Cow.  \Vhy?beuaie  hewas  rruJ,  he  (hall  recover  his  wits  there, or  if 
he  do  not , Ms  no  great  matter  there. 
ham.  Why  ? 

C/ew.  Twill  not  he  feen  in  him  there,  there  are  men  as  mad  as  h*. 
ham.  How  came  he  mad  ? 

Clew*  Very  itrangely  they  fay. 

Ham.  H o w ft r a ngel y ? 

Clow.  Faith  e'en  with  looting  his  wh% 

Ham . Upon  what  ground  > 

(low.  Why  here  in  Denmark : where  I heve  teen  Sexton,  man  and  boy 
thirty  years. 

Ham.  How  long  will  a man  lie  Lth’  earth  e’re  he  rot  ? 

Clow.  Faith  if  he  be  not  roten  before  he  die,  as  we  have  many  pocky 
coarfes  that  will  fcarfe  hold  the  hying  in  , he  wiil'kft  you  feme  eight 
years,  or  nine  years:  a Tanner  will  lait  you  nine  years 
Ham*  Why  he  more  than  another? 

Clow.  Why,  Sir,  his  hide  is  fo  tand  with  his  trade,  that  he  will  keep 
out  water  a great  while,  and  your  water  is  a fore  decay  er  of  your  whorfon 
dead  body  : here's  a skull  now  hath  lien  you  i’th  earth  three  and  twenty  > 
years. 

H am*  Whofe  was  it  ? 

Clow.  A whoifon  mad  fellow’s  if  was,  whofe  do  you  think  it  was? 

H am.  Nay  I know  not. 

Clow.  Apeflilence  on  him  fora  mad  rogue,  he  pour’d  a fiiggon  of 
RheniCh  on  my  head  once  *,  this  fame  skull,  Sir,  was  Sir  Torick  s skull 
the  Kings  Jeite. 

H am*  This. 

C low.  E’en  that. 

Ham.  Ala?,  poor  Torick ! I knew  him,  Horatio,  a fellow  of  infinite  jtft 
"of  moll  excellent  fancy,  he  hath  born  me  on  his  back  a thoufand  t imes 
and  now  how  abhorred  iu  my  imagination  it  is  3 my  gorge  rifes  at  it.  Here 
hung  thofe  lips  that  I have  kilt  I knew  not  how  oft: where  be  your  jibes, 
now,  y out  Jefts,  your  Songs,  your  Flafhes  of  Merriment,  that  were  wonr 
to  fee  the  Table  on  a roar  ? not  one  now  to  mock  your  own  grinning  ? 
quite  chopfaln  : Now  get  you  to  my  Ladies  Table,  and  tell  her,  let 
her  paint  an  inch  thick,  to  this  favour  Ihe  mull  come  3 make  her  laugh 
at  that. 

Piethee  Horatio , tell  me  one  thing, 

Hora.  What’s  that,  my  Lord? 

Ham.  Doftthou  think  Alexander  lookt  on  this  falhion  iMf  Farth? 

Hora.  L’en  fo. 

Ham . And  fmelt  fo  •,  pah. 

Ham.  E’en  fo,  my  Lord. 

Hora . To  what  bafeufes  we  may  return, Horatio  \ why  may  not  ima- 
gination trace  the  noble  dut^of  Alexander  till  he  Snd  it  flopping  a bung- 
hole* 
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Th  a.  ’Tvvere  to  confider  too  curionfly  to  coiifider  fo. 

Ham.  No  faith,  not  a jot,  but  to  follow  him  thither  with  modefty 
'enough,  and  likelihood  to  lead  it.  Alexander  died,  Alexander  was  buried. 
Alexander  returneth  toduft,  the  duft  is  earth  of  earth  we  iruke  lome, 
and  why  of  that  lome  whereto  he  was  converted  might  they  not  flop  a 
^Beer-barrel ' 

imperious  Cafar  dead  and  turn’d  to  clay 
Might  ftop  a hole  to  keep  the  wind  away. 

0 that  that  earth  which  kept  the  World  in  awe, 

Should  patch  a wall  t’ expel  the  waters  flaw  I 
But  foft,  but  foft  a while,  here  comes  the  King. 

The  Qreen,  the  Courtiets  ; who  is  this  they  follow, 

And  with  fuch  maimed  rites  J this  doth  betoken, 

The  coarfe  they  followcd  did  with  defperate  hand 
Fordo  its  own  life,  ‘twere  of  fome  eftate  • 

Stand  by  a while,  and  mark. 

Laer . What  Ceremony  elfe  ? 

Hrm . That  is  Laer  es  a very  nobel  youth. 

Laer.  What  Ceremony  elfe 't 
Doth.  Her  Obfequies  have  been  as  far  enlarg'd 
As  we  ha  >e  warranty  her  death  was  doubtful, 

And  but  that  great  command  ocre-fways  the  order, 

She  fliould  in  ground  unfandlified  been*lcdgcd  : 

For  charitabel  prayers, 

Fiin  ts  and  pebbles  fhould  be  thrown  on  her, 

Yet  here  (he  is  allow£d  her  rites. 

Her  maiden  ftrewments,  and  the  bringing  home 
Of  be  l and  buiiul. 

/ aer.  Muft  their  no  more  be  done  ? 

Doft.  No  more  .* 

We  fhould  profane  the  fe-  vice  of  the  dead, 

To  ling  a Requiem,  and  fuch  r ft  to  her 
As  to  pe^ce-parted  Souls. - 
Laer.  Lay  heri(thc  earth. 

And  from  her  fair  and  unpolluted  flefh 
May  violets  fpring  *,  tell  thee  churlilli  Fried 
Aminifterifig  Angel  fhall  my  Sifter  be 
\\4i^n  thou,  lieft  howling. 

Ham.  What  ? the  fair  Ophelia  ? 

I ®ue?n\  Sweet  to  the  fweet,  farewel, 

1 hopfd  thou  fhould ‘'ft  have  been  my  HamleRs  wife, 
x thought  thy  bride-bed.to  have  d.'ckt  fweet  maid, 

And  not  have  ftrewcd  thy  grave, 

I aer,  O treble  woe  ' 

Fall  ten  times  doubel  on  that  curfed  head* 

Whofe  wicked  deeds  depriv'-p  thee  of 
Thy  moft  ingenuous  Senfe  , hold  off  the  earth  a while, 


[Enter  King. 

n , La- 
[ ertes , and 
[the  Coarfe. 
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Till  I hive  caught  her  once  more  in  mine  arms. 

Now  pile  your  dull  upon  the  quick,  and  dead. 

Till  of  this  fiat  a mountain  you  have  made 
T’oretopold  Lelion^  or  theskyilh  head 
Of  blew  Olympus. 

Ham.  What  is  he  whofe  grief 
Bears  fuch  a emphafis,  whofe  phrafeof  forrow 
Conjures  the  wandring  ltars,  and  makes  tfcem  ftiod 
Like  wonder- wounded  heares?  5tis  fs 
Hamlet  the  Dane. 

Laer . Perdition  catch  theei 

Ham  Thou  pray ’ft  not  well  :I  prethee  take  t hy  from  my  throat. 

For  though  I am  not  fpleenative  and  ra(h$ 

Yet  have  I in  me  fomeching  dangerous. 

Which  let  thy  wifdom  fear;  hold  off  thy  hand* 

King • Pluck  them  afunder* 

Queen.  Hamlet,  Hamlet. 

AIL  Gentlemen. 

Hora.  Good  my  Lord  be  quiet. 

Ham.  W hy  I will  fight  with  him  upon  this  theatti 
Until  my  eye  lids  will  no  longer  wag. 

Queen.  O my  fon,  what  theam? 

H am.  I lov’d  Ophelia,  forty  thoufand  brothers 
Could  not  with  all  their  quantity  of  love 
Make  up  my  fum . What  wilt  thou  do  for  her  ? 

King.  O he  is  mad  Laertes . 

Queen.  Forbear  him. 

Warn.  Shew  me  what  thouTt  do. 

Wilt  weep,  wilt  fight,  wilt  faft,  wilt  teare  thy  felf. 

Wilt  diink  up  £fil,  eat  a Crocodile  ? 

I'll  do’t . doeft  thou  come  biter  to  whine? 

To  out  face  me  with  leaping  in  her  grave? 

Be  buried  quic£  with  her,  and  fo  will  J; 

And  if  thou  prate  of  mountains,  let  them  throw 
Millions  of  acres  on  us,  till  our  ground 
Sindging  his  pate  againft  the  burning  Zone,  s 
Make  Ojfa  like  a wart;  nay,  and  thoult  mouth 
1^11  rant  as  well  as  thou. 

Queen.  This  is  meer  madnefs, 

And  thus  a while  the  fit  will  wor^e  on  him  * 

Anon  as  patieut  as  a female  Doe, 

When  firft  her  golden  couplets  aredifclos’d, 

: His  filence  will  fit  droop; ug» 

H am.  Hear  you  Sir, 

What  is  the  reafon  you  ufe  me  thus  ? 

I lov’d  you  ever,  but  it  is  no  matter, 

I Let  Hercules  himfelf  do  what  he  mav 
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The  Cat  will  mew,  a Dog  will  have  his  day.  [&*'>  Hamlet 

King.  I pray  thee  good Horatio  wait  upon  him2  [*xd  Horatio. 

Strengthen  your  patience  in  our  laft  nights  fpeech, 

Well  put  the  matter:  teahe  prefent  pufh. 

Good  GtrtrarMilS&tm.  watch  over  your  fon> 

This  Grave. (haUfhaycuajllvlng  monument, 

* An  hour  oft gniet  t hereby  (hall  we  fee, 

* Till  then  in  patience. onr  proceeding  be.  £Exer.»t. 

Enter  Hamlet  and  Horatio, 

Ham.  So  much  for  this  Sir,  you  (hall  now  fee  the  orher ; 

You  do  remember  all  the  drcumftance. 

Horn.  Remember  it  my  Lord  ? 

Ham . Sir  in  my  heart  there  was  a kind  of  fighting 
That  would  not  let  me  deep,  u methought  I lay 
a Worfe  rhauthemutinesiu  the  Bilboes,  ra(hly, 

4 And  prais'd  bera(hnefs  for  it*  let  us  know 
Our  indifcretion  fometimes  ferves  well 
When  our  deep  plots  do  fall,  and  that  (houid  learn  us, 

There’s  a divinity  that  (haps  our  ends 
Rough  hew  them  how  we  will. 

Bora.  That  is  mod  certain. 

Ham.  .Up  from  my  Cabbin, 

My  Sea-gown  wrapt  about  me,  in  the  dark 
2 grop’d  to  find  out  them,  had  my  defire, 

Reach’d  their  packet,  and  in  fine  withdrew 
To  mine  own  room  again,  makirg  fo  bould 
fMy  fears  forgetting  manners)  to  unfould 
Their  grand  Commifiaon,  where  I founds  H qratio% 

An  ex  a 6b  command* 

5 Larded  with  many  ftveral  forts  of  reafons, 

4 Importing  Ttanmarks  health,  and  Englands  tcor 
4 With  hoe  luch  Bugs  and  Goblins  in  my  life* 

4 That  on  the  fupervife,  no  leafure  bated5 
c No  not  to  flay  the  grinding  of  an  ax2  . 

My  head  fhould  be  (truck  off, 

Hera . Is’t  poflible. 

Ham . Here’s  the  Commiffion,  readitatmoreleifure  ? 

But  wilt  tho"  hear  now  how  1 did  proceed  ? 

H ora.  I eefeech  you. 

Ham0  Being  thus  be-netted  round  with  villains,  J 

6 re  1 could  make  a Prologue  to  my  brains 
They  begun  the  Play  : I fat  me  down, 

Devifed  a new  Comwi(fion5  wrote  it  fairs 
1 once  did  hold  ir,  as  our  Statilfs  do, 

A bafenefs  to  write  fair,  and  labour £d  much 
How  to  forget  that  learning  * but  Sir  now 
Jt  did  rae  Yeomans  feryice  \ wilt  thou  know 


Hamlet  Prince  vf  Domttark  1 1 

Th'  aFwSat  1 wmr©  ? 
tier «.  /good  my  lord. 

Ham.  An  earneft  conjuration  from  the  King* 

As  England  was  his  faithful  tributary* 

As  love  between  them  like  the  Palm  might  flourifji* 

As  peace  fhoifld  ftill  her  wheaten  garland  wea^ 

4 And  Hand  a Comma  ’jween  their  amities, 

4 And  many  fuch  like,  as  Sir  of  greet  chat^ 

That  on  the  view  of  thefe  contents. 

Without  debatement  furthermore  or  lets 
He  (hould  thofe  hearers  put  to  fudden  deafly 
* Not  fhriving  time  allowed, 

Nora.  How  was  this  feal’d? 

Mam*  Why  even  in  that  was  heaven  ordinatttr 
I had  my  father's  Signet  in  my  pnrfes 
Which  was  the  model  of  that  Dantfh  Seal* 

Folded  the  writ  up  in  the  form  of  th’  othei^ 

Subferib’d  it,  gave?t  rh’  impreffion,  plac’d  it 
The  changling  never  known -v  now  the  next  day 
Was  our  Sea-fight,  and  whatto  this  was  fequent 
Thou  knoweft  .already* 

Bora.  So  Guildenfiern  and  R&fencrau-s  vre nt-tQft 
Ham,  They  are  not  near  my  confoience,  their 
Does  by  their  own  infinuation  grow  | 

4 Tis  dangerous  when  the  bafer  nature  comes 

4 Between  the  pafs  and  fell  ineenfed  point, 

5 Of  mighry  oppofites, 

Hetra . Why  what  a King  is  this ! 

Ham.  Does  it  not,  think  you,  Band  me  now  upon  I 
He  that  hath  kill’d  my  King,  and  whor’d  my  mote? 

Stept  in  between  th"  eleflion  and  my  hopes, 

Thrown  out  his  angle  for  my  proper  life, 

And  with  fueh  gofenage,  i’st  not  perfefl  confdence  I [EnWr  a Courtier* 
Court.  Your  Lord&ip  bright  welcome  back  to 
Ham,  I humbly  thank  you  8irs 
Doeft  know  this  water  file ) 

Hora,  No  my  good  Lord* 

Ham  Thy  ftate  is  themose  gracious,  For  Yu  a vie©  tolcnow  him  < ho 
hath  much  land  and  firtle,  letabs&ft  be  Lord  of  beafts,  and  his  crib  JhaU 
ftand  at  m King*!  mefi  * Yi§  a chough>  but  is  I fay  fparious  In  the  pofleffc 
on  of  dirt* 

Com,  Sweet  Lord,  if  your  LetdfWp  were  at  Idfura  I thould  impart  a 
thing  to  you  from  his  Majefty. 

Ham.  I will  receive  it,  sir,  with  all  diiligeneeof  fpirlt  $ youf  bonnet 
to  his  right  ufe,  his  for  the  head* 

Com.  Jthaftk  your  Lordfhip,  hlrvery  hot 
Ham,  No  believe  me  his  very  cold,  the  wind  is  Northerly, 
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Court,  ft  is  indlfiereat  c&M  my  Lord  indeed. 

Warn.  Bat  yet  methin&s  u is  very  foul  try  and  hot,  for  my  completi- 


on. 


ConrtQ  Exceedingly,  my  Lordyic  us  very  foul  try,  as  ’twere  /cannot  tell 
how.  My  Lordj  hi’s  Mijelly  had  me  fignifie  unto  you,  that  he  has  laid  a 
great  w^ger  on  your  head,  S jr  this  is  the  matter, 

H am.  I hefeech  yuo  remember. 

Court.  Nay  good  my  Loid  ,for  my  eafe.  Sir  here  is  newly  come  to 
Court  Laertes,  believe  me  auabiolute  Gentlman, full  of  m.oit  excellent 
differences,' of  very  foft  foctety,  and  great  fhew:  irked,  to  fpeak  feel- 
ingly of  him,  he  is  the  Card  or  Kalendarof  Gentry,  for  you  (hall  find  in 
him  ihefublfanceof  what  part  a Gentleman  would  fee. 

H am.  Sir*  his  definemem  furfers  no  lofsin  you*, though  I know  to  di- 
vide him  inventorially,  would  dizzy  th’  arithmerkk  of  memory,  and  yet 
but  rawneither  in  refpeft  of  his  quick  fail?  but  in  the  verify  of  extol- 
ment  Itake  him  to  be  a foul  of  greic  article,  and  his  infufion  of  fuch 
dearth  and  rarenefs,  as  to  make  true  diftion  of  him,  his  femblabie  is  his 
mirrour^  and  who  elfe  would  trace  him,  has  umbrage  no  king  more. 

Court.  Your  Lordfhip  fpeaks mod  infallibly  of  him. 

Warn*  The  cpncetnancy  Sir,  why  do  we  wrap  rhe. Gentleman  in  our 
rawer  breath  ? 

Court.  Sir. 

Wora.  isVnot  pofiible  to  under  (rand  in  ano;  her  torrgue,  you  will  do’t 
Sir  really. 

Ham.  What  imports  the  nomination  of  this  Gentleman  ? 

Court  Of  Laertes?! 

Warn.  His  purfe  is  empty  already,  all’s  golden  words  are  fpent. 

Warn  Gf  him  Sir. 

Court . I know  you  are  not  Ignorant; 

Warn.  I .would  you.  did  Sir,  ye  if  you  did  it  would  not  much  approve 
me : wellS  r. 

Court.  You  are  ignoranj:  of  what  excellence  Laerte s is-. 

Ham..  I dare  not  confefs  that,  left  I ihould'  compare  with  him  in  ex*  . 
cellence  •,  but  to  know  a man  well  were  to  know  himfelfi 

Court.  I mean  Sir^for  his  weapon,  but  the  imputation  laid  on  him  by 
them  in  his  meed  he’s  unfellowed 

H am  What’s  his  weapon  > 

Court \ Single  Rapier  ^ 

The  King  Sir  hath  wager’d  with  him  fix  Barbary  hoifes,  again  ft  the  which 
he  has  impawn’d  as  I take-it  fix  French  Rapiers  and  Poniards,  with  their , 
afiigns,  as  Girdle,  Hanger,  and  fo:  three  of  the  carriages  are  very  dear 
to  fancy,  very  refponfive  to  the  hilts,  moft  delicate  CarriagesNand  of  very . 
liberal  conceit 

Warn  What  call  you  the  carriages? 

Wora.  i knew  you  mu  ft  be  edified  by  the  margins  efrr  you  had  done. 

Court,  The  carriages  Sir  are  the  Hangers*. 

Hj im*  The  phr,afe  would  be  more  german  to  the  .matter  if  we  could: 


carry 
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carry  a cannon  by  our  (Ides,  l would  it  might  he  hangers  1 11  then  : but 
on,  fix  Barhe/y  liorles  a gain  It  liix  French  (words,  their  afflgns,  and  three 
liberal  conceited  carriages,  that's  the  French  bet  againft  the  Danijb,  why 
is  this  ail  you  call  it  ? 

Conrr.  I he  K big  Sir,  hath  laid  Sir,  that  in  a dozen  pafTes  between  your 
felfand  him  be  (hall  not  exceed  you  three  hits,  he  hath  hid  one  twelve  for 
nine,  and  it  would -comedo  immediate  trial,  if  your  Lordfhip  would 
vouebfafe  the  anlvver. 

Ham.  How  ifTanfwer  no? 

Court,  ! mem  my  Loid  the  oppofi  cion  of  your  P rfon  in  trial. 

Ham.  Sir  i will  w ik  here  in  the  Hall  if  it  plea  he  his  M a jetty,  it  is  the 
breathing  time  of  the  day  with  me,  let  the  foils  be  brought,  the  Gentle- 
man wil  ing,  and  the  Kdng  hold  his  parpofe,  I will  win  for  him  If  J ean*, 
if  not,  I w ill  gain  nothing  but  ray  fhame,  and  the  odd  hits. 

Court . Shall  l deliver  you  fo  ? 

Ham.  To  this  effeH  Sir,  after  what  flourifh  your  nature  wilL 
<rurt.  /commend  my  duty  to  your  Lordfhip. 

Ham  Yours  dees  well  to  commend  itfelf,  there  are  no  tongues- el fe 
for  his  turn. 

H ora.  This  lapwing  runs  away  with  the  fheii  on  his  head. 
cHam.  He  did  fo  Sir  with  his  dug  before  he  fuckt  it  5 41  thus  has  he 
and  many  more  of  the  fame  breed  that  I know,  the  drollie  age  dotes  on, 
only  get  the  tune  of  the  time,  and  out  of  the  habit  of  incounter,  a k'nd 
of  mifty  collection  , which  carries  them  through  and  through  the  molt 
profane  *and  renowned  opinions  $ and  do  but  blow  them  to  their  trial* 
the  bubles  are  out. 

Enter  a Lord. 

Lord.  My  Lord,  his  Majefty  commended  him  to  you  by  young  Ojiriefc 
who  brings  back  to  him  that  you  attend  him  in  the  hall,  he  fends  to  know 
if  your  pleafurehold  to  play  with  Laertes^  or  that  you  will  take  longer 
time  > 

Ham.  I am  conftant  to  my  purpofes.  they  follow  the  Kings  pleafnre  $ 
ifhisfi  nels  fpeaks,  mine  is  ready,  now  01  whenfoever,  provided  I be  fo 
able  as  now. 

Lord.  The  Kir g and  Queen  and  all  are  coming  down. 

Ham.  In  happy  rme. 

Lord.  The  Queen  defires  you  to  nfe  fome  gentle  entertainment  to  La* 
ertes  before  you  go  to  pity. 

Mm.  She  well  inffrufts  me. 

Bora.  You  will  lofe  my  Lord. 

Ham . 1 do  not  think  lo,  fince  he  went  into  France  I have  be«i  in  con- 
tinual practice  \ I (hall  win  at  the  odds  : thou  woulddf  not  think  howdll 
all’s  here  about,  my  heart,  but  iris- no  matter* 

H era.  Nay  good  my  Lord, 

H am  1 Iris  but  foolery,  but  it  is  fuch  a kind  of  boding  as  would  peri 
haps  trouble  a woman. 

kiera.  If jour  mind  diflike  any  thing -obey  it,  IwillforeftalJ  their  tew 

.pair.. 
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’pair  hither*  tad  fay  you  mmt  fit* 

Hm.  N$ta  whit*  m defie  Au pry,  14  there  Is  a fprelai  prevldeflft  fw 

1 thgftllefaffirrdw?  if  itbe,  att$  nottoeome,  if  it  be  not  to  come,  it 

* will  be  now,  if  it  be  not  now,  yet  it  will  come,  the  teadinefs  is  all  fines 
*no  min  ofought  he  leaves  knows  what  ’tis  to  leave  betimes,  let  be, 

A Table  prepared,  Drums  Trumpets,  and  Officers  with  eufhions^  K:ng$ 
Queen'  and  all  the  State , Foils%  Daggers  and  Laertes  * 

King,  ComzHam/eti  come  and  take  this  hand  from  me, 

H am.  Give  me  your  pardon  Sir,  /have  done  you  wrong, 

But  pardon’t  as  you  are  a Gentleman,  this  prefence  knows* 
nfid  you  mult  needs  have  heard  how  I am  puniflit 
With  a fore  diltra&ion  * wbat  I have  done) 

That  might  yonr  nature,  honour,  and  Exception 
Koughly  awake,  1 here  proclaim  was  madnefs,  * & - 

Was}t  Hamlet  wrong’d  Laertes  ? never \jAamleti  ’ ! < .. 

If  Hamletiiovci  himlelf  be  ta’cnaway,  |T 

And  when  he’s  not  himfelf  does  wrong  Laertes , \ ; 

Then  Hamlet  does  it  not,  Hamlet  denies  it  ? ' 

Who  does  it  then  ? his  madnefs:  if’t  be  fo, 

Hamlet  is  of  the  faftion  that  is  wronged. 

His  madnefs  is  poor  Hamlet's  enemy  * 

Let  my  declaiming  from  a purpos’d  evil 
Free  me  fo  far  in  your  molt  generous  thoughts. 

That  I have  (hot  my  arrow  o’re  the  houfe, 

And  hurt  my  brother. 

Laer , Jam  fatisfied  in  nature, 

Whofe  motive  in  this  cafe  fhould  ltir  me  moft 
To  my  revenge,  H but  in  my  terms  of  honour 

* I hand  aloof,  and  will  no  reconcilement, 

c Till  by  fame  elder  Matters  of  known  honour 
i 1 have  a voice  and  prefidentfor  peace 
*Tomy  name  ungoi’d;  but  all  thattime^ 

I do  receive  your  offered  love  like  love* 

And  will  not  wrong  it. 

Ham-  l embrace  it  freely*  and  will  this  brother's  wagei 
Frankly  play. 

Give  us  the  foils, 

Laer*  Come,  one  for  me, 

fianu  III  be  your  foil  Laertes , in  mine  ignorance 
Your  skill  (hall  iiksaftar  i th’  darkeft  night 
Appear,  a 

Laer.  You  mock  m®Sir» 

Nam,  Noon  my  honour. 

King  Give  them  the  foils* young  Ojlrick  * ccu&i  Uamkt% 

You  know  the  wager, 

Khg*  Very  well  my  Lord: 

Your  Grace  has  laid  the  odds  o5th’  weaker  fide, 
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King.  I do  not  fear  it,  1 have  feen  you  both, 

But  fince  he  is  better  we  have  thereforeodds. 

Laer . This  is  too  heavy  let  me  fee  another. 

Warn.  This  likes  me  well,  thefe  foils  have  ail  a length. 

Ojir.  I my  good  .Lord. 

King.  Set  me  the  It  oops  of  wine  upon  the  table  $ 

IF  Hamlet  the  firft  0 T fecond  hit. 

Or  quit  an  anfvrer  to  the  thirf  exchange. 

Ler  all  the  Battlements  their  Ordnance  fire  5 
' The  King  (hall  drink  to  Hamlet's  better  breath. 

And  in  a cup  an  Onyx  (hall  he  throw 
Richer  than  that  which  four  fucceflive  K;ngs 
l Denmar&s  Crown  have  worn.  Give  me  thO^ups^ 

And  let  the  Kettle  to  the  Trumpet  fpeak, 

The  Trumpet  to  the  Cannoneer  without, 

The  Cannons  to  the  Heavens  the  Heavens  to  Earth.' 

Now  the  King  drinks  toH amlet:  come  begin,  [ Trumpets 

And  you  the  Judges  beat  a wary  eye.  [the  while. 

Ham.  Come  on  Sir. 

Laer.  Come  my  Lord. 

H am.  One, 

Laer.  No. 
ham.  Judgment. 

Oftr.  A hit*  a very  palpable  hir.  [ Drum r,  Trumpets  and  Jhout. 
Laer.  Well  again.  . # {ftourijh^  a Piece  goes  off. 

King • Sray  give  me  drink,  hamlet  this  pearl  is  thine, 

Here’s  to  thy  health : give  him  the  cup. 

H am*  l!il  play  this  bout  firft,  fet  it  by  a while0 
Come  another  hit,  what  fay  you  ? 

Laer.  I do  confefs’t. 

King.  Our  fon  (hall  winn. 

Queen.  He’s  fat  and  fcant  of  breatho 
Here  hamlet f take  my  handkerchif,  wipe  thy  brows^ 

The  Queen  falutes  thy  fortune  hamlet. 

Ham.  Good  Madam. 

King.  Gertrard  do  not  drink; 

Queen . I will  my  Lord,  I pray  you  pardon  me. 

King.  It  is  the  poifoned  cup,  it  is  too  late* 
ham.  I dare  not  drink  yet  Madam,  by  any  by. 

Queen.  Come  let  me  wipe  thy  faceo 
Laer.  My  Lord  1*11  hit  him  now; 

King.  1 do  not  think’t. 

Laer.  And  yet  it  is  almoft  againft  my  eonfcience* 

Ham.  Come,  for  the  third  Laertes^  you  but  dally, 

1 pray  you  pafs  with  your  beft  violence, 

I am  fure  you  make  a wanton  of  me. 

Laeu  Say  you  fo  ? come  om 

' ’ Oftr] 
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Of  accidental  judgments,  caufual  flaughters, 

Of  deaths  put  on  by  cunning,  and  for  no  caufe, 

And  in  this  uplhor,  purpofes  miflook, 

Fallen  on  the  inventors  heads;  all  this  can  I 
Truly  deliver. 

Fort . Let  us  hafte  to  hear  ir, 

And  call  the  Nobles  to  the  audience  : 

For  rue,  with  forrow  I embrace  my  fortune; 

I have  feme  rights  of  memory  in  this  Ki  gdom, 
Which  now  to  claim  my  intereft  doth  invite  me. 

Hora*  Of  that  I fhali  have  aifo  caufe  to  fpeak, 

And  from  his  mouth  whofe  voice  will  draw  no  more  ? 
But  let  this  fame  be  prafently  perform'd, 

Even  while  men’s  minds  are  wild,  left  more  mifchance 
On  plots  and  errors  happen. 

Fort.  Let  four  Captains 
Bear  Hamlet  like  a Souldier  to  the  Stage, 

For  he  was  likely  had  he  been  pur  on? 

Tnave  proved  moft Royal : and  for  his paffag > 9 
The  Souldier’s  Mufick  and  the  Right  of  War 
Speak  loudly  for  him. 

Take  up  the  Bodies  fuch  a fight  as  this 
Becomes  the  Field,  but  here  thews  much  amife 
l"  Go  bid  the  Souldiers  Shoot. 
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